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' VOCAL PERFORMANCES. 
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CY" NT Fave wil hog expect in me the hiſtorical 
abilities of Dr. Burney, not that a bookſeller | 
ſhould poſſeſs the knowledge of ſweet ſounds; in trum 
few bookſellers acquire the melody of ſoul which 
Shakeſpeare ſo beautifully deſcribes, - But as I have | 
been permitted to glean from the labours of theen-. 
genious, what the public has ſanctioned with theie , © 8 
£-approbation for three ſacceeding years, I hope after 2 
all that has been ſaid of my endeavours, I may be 
allowed to give my opinion on what has been ſung.— 


= Words are a mere machine for the conveyance of 4 


| ſweet ſounds, and if there be but a proportionable 

i quantity of ſyllables in each line, the compoſer regards 
3 "mot the matter, as there are very few gendlemea, oh, | 
"$5 O68 | . AS 


hat „ who deſire to have their ſounds an 
echo to the ſenſe; indeed, ſuch a taſk would be very 
unfruitful, as many modern compoſitions are totally. 
void of that very neceſſary ingredient to the inform- 
ation of the hearers: : but, if to accommodate the 
- muſic, ſenſe is forbid interfering with the rhyme, in an 
equal degree of accommodation does the performer 
diſtort his features, and apply unmeaning geſtures in 
the execution of his taſk, ſo that in the end there 1s. 
a complete union of abſurdity, which is called, whim 
and humour. Of this kind of performance Mr. Del- 
pini is acknowledged at the head, and no man can ſo 
well as him execute paſſages in muſic, which no man. 
but him would attempt. Mr. Edwin is confeſſedly a 
muſician, and is as confeſſedly a favourite: the aim of 
both theſe gentlemen. is to pleaſe, and in that aim 


ey labour to ſucceed; for their labours they deſerro 
= reward, and they receive it; if therefore there is a. 
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blame, it is the falſe taſte that diſtingniſhes the pre- 
| ſent times, with which every public performer is 
obliged to comply. No man ever was condemned to 
give humour to ſo much abſurdity as Mr. Edwin, 
nor was any man ever ſo ſucceſsful in ſo ungraceful a 
taſk.—The pliant humour of Ms. Edwin's features be- 
come (as far as they can be becoming) their appropriate 
- purpoſes ; but when deſcending from the upper re- 
gions of the theatre, and aſcending to the upper regions 
* ä | of 
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INTRODUCTORY ESSAY; y 


of his maſter's houſe, the mad a apprentice praiſes... _ 3 5 
ſuch graces, as the ſubject of imitation, at the net 
night's club; when twiſting his unmeaning phiz i into 
lines of the moſt extreme deformity, or trying to 
produce a change on thoſe plump and - unintelligent 
gheeks, that diſdain to be affected by the paſſions, with - 
a liſp that agreeably cuts into flices, words, and fen- 
tences already unintelligible, he retails to us Mr. 4 
Edwin at ſecond-hand, amidſt the ſhouts and applauſemẽ 
of his greaſy aſſociates, genuine humour bluſhes for 
having given a leflon to a pupil ſo baſe; and muſic 
gives place to the vile ſmyphony of the preſident's 
hammer——In aſſemblies of a higher clafs, the at- 
tempt of imitation 1s equally grofs. The tea equi- 
page is relieved by the piano forte, and the delightful 
ſimplicity of Mrs. Crouch, the object of operation, 
is here mangled by one of thoſe ladies for tenderneſs 
formed, but, who in life's early day having negleRed - Mi 
the eultivation of thoſe talents which are particularly» = .. 5 p 
adapted to youth and beauty, and from affe ctation 2 
And prudery, declined a connection which could have 
produced a matronly appearance, characteriſtic, and 
even agreeable at the age of forty ; ſhe now begins to 
facrifice to the graces, and with her ſtiff and infl;xible b 
pretty fingers to preſs thoſe keys, which diſdaining 8 
the rude and unſocial touch, vibrate an echo to her Fo 
ill· toned pipe, 


43 The 


ri INTRODUCTORY ESSAY... 


1 3% The manners of the times will purſue no medium 

ab an example, hence the full and much admired 
tones of Banniſter, produce the moſt tremendous roar-- 
ing among the tuneful ſparks of our modern ſocieties, 
where he that can roar the loudeſt, or ſqueak the ſhril- 


It, is termed the moſt muſical : nor is their idea of, 


accompaniments more deplorable, for when the well 


known ſong of Mrs. Kennedy was moſt in vogue, | 


which at its concluſion. has the words, make the glaſſes 
gingle, there was ſure to follow a miſerable tinkling 
of pipes and glaſſes, which being axecpted by great 
numbers of -performers all in different time and tone, 
and whoſe piano and forte were indiſcriminately, 
ad libitum, produced an effect which the reader's fancy 
will imagine with more accuracy than my pen can de- 
ſeribe; the horrid and unmanly ribaldry and affectation 
of theſe ſocieties, antiently yclept clubs, is ſometimes 
checked by the appearance of a profeſs ſinger; and of 
this daſs, without compliment, I look upon Mr. Dar- 
ley, whoſe voice is ſo capable of affecting the mind, 


that it entirely obliterates ſome. little impreſſion made: 


by his dignified countenance. 


Singing, when conſined to the delivery of compoſi- 
tions of elegance, is aiding the effects the ſubject 


would create by a happy recital, from ſounds carefully 
fitted to produce the ſenſation the author would have 


his verſe inſpire, and the regularity of ſuch arrange- 
ments; 


INTRODUCTORY ESSAY. vi 


I | a a 
* ments; few if any modern compoſers have excelled, or 
# | perhaps equalled Mr. Shield, and if every man would 
as well conſider the compaſs of his ability in the exe- 
„ WF cution, the indifferent voice would not fail to find 
” & compoſitions ſuited to his powers, which would at 
A | leaſt prove agreeable, though they might not produce 
| WM admiration; the aiming at this effect, has indeed made 
wany ridiculous, and but few reſpectable. Imitation 


zu bot a vile art, and when ill executed is ſtill more 


BH contemptible. Minds capable of this degradation of 


their abilities, are generally ſo little, that they are not 
much in danger of being pierced by the arrows of 
3 ſatire; and as they live to raiſe a laugh, ſo the laugh 


gratifies their vanity, and it becomes a matter of no 


enquiry, whether it proceeds from approbation or 
contempt.— There are thoſe, who like certain actors, 
doing nothing well, make themſelves agreeable, by 
doing what is required willingly ; and however defi- 
cient their abilities may be, keeping ſtill within the 
3 confines of their own power, give pleaſure by the 
& modeſty of their endeavours. ' But while imitation and 
VS novelty are ſo much in vogue, we may ſhortly expect 
Mr. Aſtley performing Apollo, in Midas, to the 
ſymphony of his own whiſtle, as it cannot be doubt- 
ed but a genius ſo verſatile, muſt have as excellent. 
an ear for muſic, as he has a taſte for all that is grace- 

ful and elegant. 
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-wiſh to be the authors of rational amuſement—yariety 


"a INTRODUCTORY ESSAY, 
: Abſurdity i is a fair mark for public contempt—we 


is the publiſher's plan, and various are the accompliſh- 


ments of the readers; he wiſhes therefore, each ſhould 
take his reſpective part, and before he attempts that 


which nature has not deſtined him to excel in, let him 


recollect, that however excellent Mrs. Webb, as a co- 
median, may be in Mrs. Cheſhire, ſhe would be 
laughed at in the character of Leonora; let him re- 


collect why ſhe would be laughed at, and he will not 
then doubt the preſent attempt to be a friendly hint 
from | 
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| A FLAXEN headed fifer, — — 22 

= As yet a youth around I ro- dl, — — 26 
As yet a virgid in my teens, — — . 

A linnet's neſt with anxious care, — 37 


A blooming flower my Chloe choſe, -- — 56 | 
= As bright as the morning the lowrets appear, 65- r 


Beſide the burn the other day, — 
Be mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care, 


As bright as the morning the ſons of the chace 66 RB 
Away, let nought to love diſpleaſe — 68 = 
An Engliſhman may turn, may veer — 69 2 
38 As I was a walking one morning in May — 72 = 
A gay ſixteen my lovers came, — 5 1 
A eilore life's a pleaſant life, — 5 —- 
As now we're met, à jolly ſet, —_.* 93 = þ 
A new medley, — — 87 _ [1 
! " * 1 


Beneath yon mountain's ſhaggy cliff, 1 
Dread parent of deſpair, — 2 07 4 : 
Dear Polly, no longer in abſence complain 27. , AJ 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen — 47 I 

. 1 
From high birth and all its fettes — ; 
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Forc'd from home and all its pleaſures, . — 43 
Fill high the bowl, an ample tide, - — _. 


- 


From hope's fond dream tho” reaſon wake, — 92 


Go patter to lubbers, and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, — 13 


Latroductory Eſſay to vocal performances — 3 


Love from the heart, all its danger concealing, 


Now we are happy all, 
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From dreary dreams I wake to woe, — 9 
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| | H ; 1 | 
How ſweetly ſounds the ſhepherd's reed, — 60 "WM 
Hey for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've a paſſion, 80 3 
Hark! the ſweet horn proclaims afar, — 94 
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In each alley, ſtreet, or lane — 24 
In an old quiet pariſh, on brown heathy moor 47 
Im a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore, — 50 
I vas a young Shew poy, and come from Tukes 


— 54 8 
In vain to me the hours of care, — 59 
I have no deſire, — — — 99 
I'll cull the ſweets of ev'ry mead, —— 100 8 
In poetical lingo, — c—_ 1019 ö 

= "8 

Let not the luſtre of that eye, — 
Lurk o'er the green ſward, — 


Ladies who delight in ſcandal, 
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M 1 
My tight fellow ſoldiers, prepare for your foe, 35 


My lover expects me hard by in the grove, — 74 
My native land I bade adieu, 
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Page 


N 
A ot the k&ion of Pence, © nor the dreams of old 
o Rome, — 42 
9 lo more ſhall Harry ling the bar, — % 
97 o ſooner enter'd in my teens, — 70 1 
ature to women ſtill ſo kind, — — 92 
Nov all in preparation, — 95 
13 | ing chew nang, po ning ning kang, bay ni ning, 102 
60 1 Dr Richmond Hill there lives a laſs, — 10 " = 
80 Pft has the piteous tale been told, — 99 4 
94 h dear, oh dear, no hopes for Jonas, — 106 * 
4 9 * | 8 
Paw! tell me not the girl is frail, — 28 
+ i | R 
17 


* Nouſe, roule, my bucks, and hail the day, 52 
WReturning from the fair one eve, — — 55 


S 


| ince honour calls me to the field, — 19 
20 8ce the ball- room thick crowded, the dance is 
1 $ begun, — "_ Dn, 
1 Fier was jolly viear, in a town I knew very 
= well, — — 
== Teaſe me no more, nor think * care, — 2 
*Tis wine alone can baniſh care, — — 31 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely Lays 31 
The _— ſtep the woman's air, — - 3 


The day is departed, and round from the cloud, 
Tho' — mother and aunt, will jeer and in 
taunt, — — * 51 I 
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1 N D E X. 


4 *  *The'toneful lavrocks cheer the grove, - . 58 


Avas near a ſea- beat rock inclin'd, . —— ib. 
Time, thou ſoftner of each grief, — 70 
The ſun, ſhone pale on mountain ſnow, — 
The ſable clad curtain undrawn, — — 

"The winter's dreary ſcene is o'er, — 81 
Tho' toſt amid the oceans bed, — — 
There ſtood poor Jonas at the window, . | 
The virgins who prattle, and ſip down their tea, 105 


When rack firſt fa His FS Polly PTY ri k 


- Where nature ſmiles around, — 208 
When cold indifference chills the breaſt, — 22 1 
When a youth I to roving inclin'd, — 2 -- N 
What is mam unpoſſeſs'd of the permanent Joy, 4 
What's a valiant hero, n ib. be 
When Arthur firſt in court began, — 39 . 
When we ſtout freebooters prouu. 48 
When firſt I ſaw the village maiden, — 517 


What a hearty blade am 1, wu. "I 
When — Polly firſt Ifaw,  —— *'59 
When firſt I came to London town, — 
ere darkling tempeſts threaten wide, — 03 
When thro' the woods the hunters trace, — 
When wy beauty was gone, once my pride * 
delight, N — 
While Sho thay you te teaſe me. 7 
4 


Whilſt the es urs beguiling, — 70 A 
When up to London firſt I went, — — 82 
' Whither, my love, whither art thou gone? 92 
Will great lords and ladies, — — 93 


Where er true valour can its power diſplay, — 
When dur pockets were light, and our hearts were 
* — — 
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And ſhiver eath ſplinter of wood, [4 | 
Clear the. wreck, 8. the, yards, and bow ſe every 


N 
And —— wa de we'll Kad 8 2 1 4 | 
vaſt! . op fo ſol 1 wry 

= ſo be taken for -ba | 

Wor they ſay, 1 þ {i TO gts vp dle 

1 "Y N watch Re ah 2 1 it 


CAL 


N 


AE can't Grader, 
F Without * 1 come down b 
Ind many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me 
That OVIDENCE 3 


| TI faid to ear Poll | (for you fee he would ery 


| . — 7 —＋ 
you . ton 7 | 
. come, doo be fo oft ; 


For dy e ſee, — fits ſim wiling 


And with ber hae: the world, den of ri g toll 


Sen when my Aug comer, Ager believe we ſo ſoft 


[ 4] 
For, ſays he, do ye mind me, let ſtorms c er ſo oft | 
"Take the top. life of ſailors a-back,” + 


There's a ſweet little cherub ſits perched up lot. 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor JaCx. 


When laſt we wei ghd: anchor for ſea, 
4 What argufies Mu ling and piping your eye? 
Why, w at a damn'd fool you muſt be! 1 
Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room far 7 


as all, 
Boch fe for ſeanien and jubbers —.— 


Perhaps I may lavghing-come back; 


aloft, | 
70 keep watch for-—the Jife of Poon Jews | 


Dye mind we; a failor tiodld be, ey inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 


[| — = 


From the moment the anchor's A. tig · 
As. io we, in all weathers, all times, | tends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that fprings;— br 
My heart is my y Poll'—and my rhino my friend's; | ." 
And as for m y fe, —'tis my Kong" 


FA Wd” 


As with grief to be taken a- back 
"That {ame little cherub, that ſits up aloft, 
* en birth r 
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bo at preaching, ; and. Randi © et, very . 
14 "ih d him excell; b * * 
| Wc was a ftaunch friend, doch to the King and nation, - == 
n — 7 8 2 
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| She'd preach a n | 
s, About 8 5 or nothi at all, which rob'd him of 
| ION] delight; e 3% 
= In vain it was he tried, e de inks tugllerytion, =— 
She fill went on to ver him mer, 0 what -a Eo 
ſt Os botheration. 4 
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Finding it it was in yain, ach a termigant to reclaim, 1 
K e thy * was his beſt way, to purſue another 
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Good liquor he thought in time, might cure his vexa · 
tion, 


And his pe, ary! his ns and his friend, juſt ſuited 
150 Juſt 

MEET” a, 1 1 Inclination, &c, 

At laſt his wife was, taken ill, and look d wonderful 1 


bad, 
A when death thought to 
od jen death chought, proper. to. jake per any, BN 
Jet he very decently preach'd het funefal oration, | 4 
Where he rays a ſcolding wife, /y Was the work « 
ig in by ens e. 
4g e i e . 
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Row vio r- and his can, he paſſes every 
might, ur, Y 
And ſays that : and "good © company, | muſt v 
all delig t, Hir; 4 

To ag and To ng, he an. rx ove might upon 5 


er occaſion, S$-: 7 


Ya ail he 0 them all to uſe moderation. 


Mederation, &c. 


* 


A wasever his theme, ſo it often was his text, 
And i in proving of i its goodneſs and virtue, he never 


Was 
He faid to 5 poor, ei, lame, and the fick, ve ſhould | 
make viſitation, ; 
2 And thexe beſlow our f alms—according to our ſitua- | 


tion. | Situation tom, &c. 


4 11 was a Chriſtian duty, he ſaid, to preſerve good 
„ neighbourhood, ; 
And 1 to 8 and . be cheerful, he advis'd every one 
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nation, 
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ban of | — 


Ft Türke Buſy: Crew: q:. 


e kiſs'd her with a-heart quite jolly, - 
And that he loy'd her thetbo ſwore.” 


Fro mem, gaily,- 


| ich ne and puny Pre rom her Ga, 18. 

Wich wine and treats her . 

vor gold he vakies not à father. 
ſhe'll conſent to be his wife; 


e parſon ſhall ſplice them together 
He lays, — for life. 


o crow his wiſhes ſhe conſented, 
7 85 to the: church they ſteet d away ; - 
Noe couple e er was more contented; = 
eee as birds : ĩn May. 


[ie jops an ea they are-beſtowing, - 
| 4 in clover white en thyney: 
[SF + 'when he finds his- money going, 


Why then ks goes to ſea for more. 
33 
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* M. Wavozn, of Banter,” 


Ty THEN Jack firſt ſaw tis-blooning Pollys- 
At Portſmouth when he came'on ſhorey; + 


Arlength this jolly vicar died. (as we all malt in the” 


Which en his-patiſhioners with ſad lamentationi 
| | bamentation,. * * lamentation;- 
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788 : By. Mr. Arrizax. 
Nee — wodding )\ 


** brawny · bond fellows, come liſt to my ditty, 
Where boxers aſſemble to fight let's away ; 

Black eyes, bloody noſes, and croſs-buttocks muſt fit ye, 
Tis the ton, tis the tippee, the rage of the day ; 1 
| Then bruiſers attend, 

8 Jo the call of a friend, 7 
Come haſte 1 the battle, and make no delay; 


CHO RU 8. 
Coms ſee boxing gry 
Which is all the delight of grave and the gays 


Sages of old, as we read it in hiſtory, 
| Attended the circle where boxers were found ; 
Nobles applauded the pugiliſts myſtery, - 
And with the laurel each conqueſt was crown'd, 
Tben bruiſers attend, 
To the call of a friend, 
A conteſt ſo manly ſure never can cloy ; ; 


5 o Rs. 
Come ſee boxing felicity, 
Which both the great av the little employ. 


- Humphreys and Ryan, and famous Mendoza, 
Have boldly bw turns, fir, purſu'd the attack; 
Have thrown a croſs-buttock, and gave bloody noſes, 
As well as thoſe heroes, old Broughton and Slack, 

But Johnſon the great, 


5 10 boxing eat,. 
| Has given the 5 — his own; 
CHORUS. 


Come, ſee; fighting felicity, 
O! Such « boxing ſure never was known. 


* 
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aſte is gung. we find; | 
Dull is the — from 4 8 pen; 5 29 
\nd Johnſon the learned, muſt now quit 4s ſtage, fir, _ 
Drove off by his nameſake, and far more big Ben, 
"Yar Perrins the great, ' 
Is done over compleat, 


Near Banbury 'twas, where the banle w was bad, 


0 H ORUS, 
All fee boxing felicity 
Which Johnſon he though Perrins begun, 


THE . | 3 


( Tune-—Madam, you know my trade is war. ) 


Sen honour calls me to the field, 
I'm bound to graſp my brazen ſhield, 
My ſpear to hurl, my ſword to wield, . 
And Britain's foes ſubdue : | 
Ev'n then, when whiſtling bullets fly, 
And ſulph'rous ſmoke Xn Sic the ſky, 
Altho' — whine and figh, 
PI FRF: think on you. 


Ye, 


25 
3 


When adverſe troops are d in ſight, 
My boſom burns with woop ac and in gh 
I cuſh, intrepid, to the fight, - 1 
I long to hack an hue :” 
2 Laura, vie my foes I've lain, 
Il march triumphany o er the plain, 
Undaunted — the ſtormy main, 
And fly to joy * you, - 


„ 


| And when onde more with thee L meet, 
4 ; Sr Nr ; 
— np ori, at th 
8 Og renew: ; 
e p of war ſhall be 
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THE LASS NEAR POLLARD's HILL. 
I W. e Tauting.. 
(Tune —Laſs of Pays Mill.) 
TX HERE Nature ſmiles ond. 


And every landſcape's y 3. 
My Sukey there T'found, * 
As blyth as birds in May. 


As lovely as the morn, 
She every ſenſe did fill; 
Such beauty did adorn, - 
I be laſs near Pollard's Hill 


O kw pantin heart; EG 
8 1 — the 8 3 
Kind Nature! void of att, 
My faney did enſnare. 


Her eyes like ftars were bright, Pry 
Which roll'd with fimple Kill ; 
She gives my ſoul delight, 
The laſs near Fa d's Hill, 
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How ſmiles the fertile vale 


Her breath each pa 
Gives delicate perfume. 


Where pleaſi 


e Breads bloom 
ng gale, +. * 


#4 * 


O! could L win the fair, 


8 


WI 


I'd try 


my atmoſt ſkill; 


I love her to deſpair,  -- 
"wi Laſs near Pollard's un 


10 — 


4 1753 : 


A NEW, 


m7 1 


11. 


8 Mrs. cin, 77 rad. 


EN ok ;ndifference chills the 
The lover figh | 
We are deaf to every fond requeſt, - 3 


— es EP 


But Of how eaſy ; are we won, | 
When Nature does conſpire ;. 


s in vain; * 


And aids the lover then how ſoogh 
We catch the wert fire. 


Our eyes ſtil] 


And ſay 


nat” 5 
A _ - | 


oo” * 


to frown in vain we try, 
hen love has warm ' d the heart; 
give our tongues the he. 


tis all but art. 


nemme 
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| W I'm promoted, III. break a. renchman'd] 
And if egen whimpen, why then FI ſhoot him 
© When mounted on my Borſe, fir, fo 


In war and'campai 
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THE FLAXEN HEADED FIFER: 


a PARODY, 


3 
EY 


_ | 2 G. W. I. jun. ö | 8 
Flaxen-headed fiſer, as ra, _ may be, Fi 
And next 2 little drummer, 1 journey'd oe 


the tea; 
et 1 * in world lace, 


But now a ſaucy 
And ſoon I'll be a \and'wag my jolly face: 


dead ! 
2 mam Il A. . 


"TY 


D ee I 


PH — WI fir, but bribe e em #4290 Na 7 ph 
I'll battle for my my comurry, wy king, and then myſelf; 
Whatever's good for them I never will noſe, | 3 
When both my g are ſhot off, on ſtumps ri 


my _ | 
Ill fire upon , with bullets-charm their ears, 


And when n 1 m wot ne of fighting, fit down and count 


my ſcars; _ 9 

gn honour, fo great de I'll be, 

You'll forget the lite drummer that journey d oer # 
the lea. 3 
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THE. MAIDEN oF DISS 
By Mr. Jonge. 


( Tane—Defpairing beſide a clear kran. 


HEN a youth I to roving inclin'd, 
And a e at each cxcdulous fair; 


Vans fill'd all 
9 . 1 ae. 
Fe, (Ye —— 1 it amiſs;) 


Ain Betſy. ht my fond fight, 
The fad niadden of Dis. 


| No longer I dane'd on the green, 
N 


nt filent and ſeriouſiy ſeen, ui 
7 I went thoughtful and entre 5 


111 meet her by chance in my 


5 I then was tranſported with But 
FF” She's ſmile, but obs wood 8 
TA The beautiful maiden of D184. 


ount At laſt in the nei 1 
45 I faw the ht of Ly -y 
be, 1 * and l Their 
o'er} And ſhe did not my LM 
= To Hymen's bright altar we went, - 
1M | Hand in hand to partake of the big 
= er ſince 1 am bleſs'd with content, 
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- And the beatifal maiden of Buss. 
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| PAR 0 D Y. 
ON THE MERRY ROUNDELAY. 


J* each ally, fireet, or lane, . 
Where the ſmutty crew is found; 
Chimney-ſweeps who toil with pain, 
You will fiad with pleaſure crown'd:; | 

Powder'd wigs, and trappit gays ö 17 
Sweeps proclaim, the merry May. | 


With their garland all complet, 
Pewter . plate, and diſh : 


de thro! every itreet, | 
— 1b is lg — 5 4 

ith powder d face, an in 1 
Sweeps proclaim So * n. * | 


Braſhes, ſhovels, now reſound, . - 1 * 
Cillat'ring tothe mazy dane; | 
"Skipping, tripping, round and round. 
bow happy they advance : TT 
ger ſweep alike is gay, 
To proclaim * May. 


THE SWEETS OF LIFE. 
By G. W. L. ju. 5 
( Tone—Once the Gods of the Greeks. ) ' 


1 
1 x 
ow * 
= , Fy 4 
- « : * 2 
1 
C 
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W HAT is man, eſs' d of the permanet joys 3 
Which aac and beauty impart ? Y 
| "The but of Apoll of 3 che toy, 16h 
And ſtratagem dwells in his heart: 5 
Could he claim all the wealth that the univerſe yields 
Leſs happy by far would he prove, = 
Than the ruſtic who labours all day in the fields, 1 
And at night tunes the reed to his love! ; 


1 


o“ chain'd in a dungeon, I'd ſmile at my fate, 
And the | qu of misfortune diſpel ; 


. 
8 


Would Apollo and Venus but viſit my grate, 5 

And Sail enliven my cell : Bk, 2 
; 0 ſeiter'd and bound ha-t4led ing of ftraw, _ 
54 (Would they guard me from ſickneſs and _— _ 
WL never repine at the fortune of war, 5 


Which had robb d me An e 


v'n grant me this is booa)—May the vidof my choice _ 
me endu'd with a temper ſerene ! _ 
| * the tongue of a ſyren inſpire her voice, + 3 


And the beauty of Yerus her mien! Is A 
„ old I reach the bright ſummit to which I aſpire, | 
ud gain ſuch a prize for my wife. "Y 
as of olle, one firing of his lyre, | _ 
Which ſhould bind us ne for life! | "= 
1 Den with mafic and Coty each year Gd a ee. .. x _ 
And each moment new pleaſure unfold! 1 
e the honey of Hybla my life would diffolve, | 2 
hie I ſcarce ſhould perceive I grew old; | | = 
5391 the Stygian monarch, with countenance wan. - 
No Elyſium my ſoul ſhould invite; w_ 


Nen 1'd ſing at death like the Albion ſwan, 
ad bid all my —— wight / , - _—_ 
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POLLY ADAMS. 
By Mr. Stursox. 


(Tune — Polly Ruſſel.) 


As yet a youth around I rovd 
Among the ſmiling fair, 
I kifs'd, and toy'd, but none I lov'd ; 
My folly I declare : 
$ Till one 1 {rk of pleaſing mien, 
H Not like your flirting. madams ; 
'Tho' rural, yet ſhe look'd a queen, 
The charming Polly Adams, 


„ Sui work, and in a vale, 
= | This roſy maiden tript; 
=. Around on hillock, or in dale, 
= The wanton lambk ins ſki 
My heart it bounded in m 1 
I ſought no high-dreſs d madams, 
For all 5 ſoul ] do proteſt 
Is only Polly Adams. 


Ve . who alone can tell 
| What torments I endure ; 
Of every art, inform me well, 
2 To gain the maid ſecure : 
If truth and tenderneſs combin'd, 
(Unknown to wealthy madams} 
To church, if ſhe would be inclin'd, 


I'd go, with Polly Adams. 


—— 
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P AR 0 10*F: — 
vx en POOR JACK 
9 4 EAR Polly, no longer in abſence complain, 


While far o'er the ocean I fail; 
never yet dreaded the ſtorms on the main, 
But whiſtl'd or ſung to the gale ; | 
have ſail'd to the Eaſt, 1 have fail'd to the Weſt, _ 
2X To the North, and the South, 1 have been; 
o danger alarm'd me, no fear fill d my breaſt, | 
And ſaſe I returned again: _. | 4 
NI love fill'd my mind, ſtill wherever I went, Y 
Wo And my courage was never a- back; Ss - 
For I thought the god Cupid would make her content, J 
And preſerve my dear Poll for Pooz JAcx. | _ 
o now tis my lot, for to quit you once more, 

Io fight with the infolcat foe ; | ; 
vet make yourſelf happy, dear Poll, on the ſhore, 
XZ For fate will protect me I know: AE > 4, wh 
Death ſhoots his ſharp arrow o'er ſea and o'er land, C 
And it ſignifies not where we die; 1 
is in vain to repine, when he gives his command 3 
It will all be as one by and by: 10 
Ferhaps you may die, while I ſail far away, 

5 f you ſhould, may I never come back; 

Por I never, I'm ſure, ſhould ſurvive that ſad day, 
1 Which takes away Poll from Poox Jack, 


ot away _ ſuch thoughts, they are foes to the 
1 rave, ; 
ru dial not of what is to come; 7 
For glory, and honour, each ſon of the wave, 
| ill fight or will round the world roam: 
1 C 2 
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. * . TEES 
„ 8 
. = 

. n 


a 
* 


Then once more farewel, as the wind it fits fair, 


For he will protect me, for.Poll, I well know, 


1 
The winds may pipe loud, and the b-lows roar, 
The rocks — ſands may appear; wad 
Yet love will protect me, I'm certain and ſure, 

Once more to return to my dear: 
Then mark what I ſay, and believe it is true 
With grief ne'er be taken a- back 
As Cupid will ſurely prote& me for you, 
= And Poll, for her honeſt Poor Jack. 


And the veſſel ſhe caſts for the ſea ; 
Then cheer up your courage, and never deſpair, 
And whimper no longer for me: 
My heart ſhall be conſtant wherever I go, 
Each doubt and ſuſpicion is vain; 
1 fear not the ocean, I fear not the foe, 
Hope ſays, I ſhall come ſafe again : 
And Cupid, who takes all true lovers in tow, 
_ From danger will me a-back ; 


And Poll for her honeſt Poox Ac x. 


* 


INCONSTANCY, 
By G. W. L. jun, 
(Te the Tune of—Rag- Fair.) 


E tell me not the girl is frail, 
J like her, faith! the better; 
And if inconſtancy's her tale, | 
She'll find me not her debtor; 
I never 


[29] 


I never yet beheld the laſs, 

Who wanted pow'r to charm me; 
If young, ſhe all her ſex ſurpaſs, 

If old, ſhe'll never harm me. 


For ev'ry woman I behold, 
| A fimileI pilfer; 
lf red her hair, I vow tis gold, 
9 I avhire, I ſwear tis pw . 
If ear, ſhe's ſlender as the doe, 

48 If far, ſhe's plump as marrow; 
If crooked, ſhe's Ike Capid's bow, 

If 'fraight, ſhe's like his arrow. 


le tall, (he's like the queen of lyve, 
If bw, ſhe's wery pret 

© If kind, ſhe's like the ee dove, 

q 9 4 If cro/s, ſhe's wery willy ; 

ln ſhort, my heart's ſo prone to range, 

7 7 So well J love to ramble ; 

FX That—** Since tis Nature's law to change,” 
I'll follow her example. 


; LAURA -A NEW SONG. 


. ET not the luſtre of that eye, F 

1 ; he dim'd by many a trickling tear; | 1 
That breaſt no longer heave the figh, + 1 

1 That boſom beat no more with fear. 

4 5 Nor ſtudious ſhun the haunts of man. N 

1 Nor penſive ſtray with folded arms; , | 


Be wiſe, ſince life is but a ſpan, 
Give to ſome youth thoſe killing charms, 


© 3 Supported 


% 


* 


18 


ll | Supported by the oak, the vine 

4 ; he horrors of the ſtorm defies ; 

* No longer ſuffer d to recline, 4 
I It droops forlorn, and hopeleſs dies. 
ur iINDIFFERENT LOVER. 
4 "FIR EASE me no more, nor think I care, 
2 Te Tho' monarch bow at K:ay's ſhrine ; 

E ; Or powder'd coxcombs, woo the fair, 

= Since Kitty is no longer mine. 


=  Indifferent, tis alike to me, 
1 If my favourite dove be ſtole; 
_ - Whether ics dainty feathers be 

—_ Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 


I dot for me its bluſhing lips, 
—_—_ The rofe-bud opens, what care I ; 
—_— Who the od'rous liquid ſips, 
r The king of bees, or butterfly; 


Ie me, the Indian of Peru, 
_— Rich in mines of golden ore; 
WE Dejected ſees the merchant's crew, 

— W it to a foreign ſhore. 


| Secks the flave defpoil'd to know, _ 
= Whether his gold, in ſhape of hace = 
=_ * on the coat of birth-day beau, | 1 

EL Or wear the ſtamp of e $ face! | 1 


a DRINKING SONG. 
By G. W. L. un. 
(Tone — The Flowing Bowl.) 


IS wine alone can baniſh care, 
es 1 And halte the * de mind to ceſt 3 
Ef Fo the phantom of deſpair, 
And ſoothe the lover's th 3 breaſt. 
The balmy due of Laura's li 
A cordial ſweet is to my dul; 
4 jut ſwee ter is the due I ſip 


From this ambroſial ſparkling houk. 


When quaffing deep the gen'rous tide, 
In vain my friend ſays, let's away; 
When thro' my brain ſoft viſions glide, 
"Tis roſy Bacchus bids me ſtay. 

Then crown the goblet to the brink, 

{ Invoke the ever tuneful Nine; 

Like ſons of Bacchus let us drink, 

And mingle friendſhip with the wine. 
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POLLY OF THE GREEN. 
By Mr. CLarx, of Hull, 
(Tune Kate of Aberdeen.) 

HE morning ſmil'd-ſerenel 
Sweet — filld the — 4 


In ht beam d the cheerful oc of day, 
1 — | 


[ 32-] 


The lark attun'd his ſong on high, 
All nature blythe was ſeen ; 

A ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply, 
"Twas Polly of the green, 


My oaten pipe beneath the ſhade, 
I run'd to mirth and glee; 

She ſtood and liſten'd while I play d, 
What charms I chen did ſee: 

Ihe roſy bluſh which decks the morn, 
Upon her cheek was ſeen ;. - 

The graces did her form adorn, 

Dear Pvlly of the green. 


. 


With infinite delight; + . 
Fond love J found in ev'ry vein; - 
Her form fo charm'd my fight : 
No maid that ever I beheld, 
Had ſuch a graceful mein; 
So much ſhe ev ry one excell'd,. 
Sweet Polly ot the green. 


1 ga d, the ſimil'd ; I ſmil'd again, 


Ye pow'rs who rule the realms above, 
Attend my ardent pray'r; _ 
Let Polly to my wiſhes prove, 
As kind as ſhe is fair: * 
O! Venus to my ſuit incline, 
As thou art beauty's queen ; 
And let the charming maid be mine,. 
Dear P olly of the green. | 
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DN THE RECOVERY OF HIS MAJESTY. 


| Y 
| By J. C. g ; 
OW uwe are happy all, „ 
Health now King George does call, 4 
Under her wing; "q { 


Now let no voice be mute, 
Tune ev'ry ſtring and flute, 


Thank God he's now reſtor d, 1 
Unto his throne; = 

Let him enjoy his crown, | Þ 
Through Heaven his name reſound, —_— RR 
Fame let thy trumpet ſound, | [ 
Long live the King. 


Let us all join and fing, 
Long live the King. _ | 
Once we his health implor'd, | 4 


"8 22 2 


A NEW s ONO. 


ng by Mrs, Goob ALL, in the Battle of Hanau, 4 
at the Theatre Royal, in the Haymarket, 1 


id [ HE mincing ſtep, the woman's air, P 
The tender ſigh and ſoften'd note, ” 
Poor Adeline muſt now forſwear, 4 


Nor think upon the petticoat. 


Since love has led me to the field, - 3 2 

The ſoldier's phraſe I'll learn by rote; 
I'll talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, * 
And quite forget my petticoat, - 1 


2 . 2 * * 
* 4 ** * ” : J © * . ; 4 : x 
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When the loud cannon's roar J hear, 
And trumpet's bray with brazen throat; 
With blutt'ring then I'll hide my fear, 
Leſt I betray my petticoat. 


; But ah! how flight the tercors paſt, | uf 
If he, on whom I fondly doat; 
Is to my arms reſtor d at laſt ?—— 


Then give me back my petticoat l 


A NEW COMIC SONG. 


Sang by Mr, EDwWI N, in the /ame. 


X7HAT's a valiant hero ? 
Beat the-drum, i 
He'll come — Row de dow, &c. 


Nothing does he fear, O! 
Riſks his life, . 
While the fife — — — 
Twittle, twittle, twero; 
Row de dow, de dow, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 


 Havock ſplits his ear O! 
Groans abound, 
Trumpets ſound ; 
Ran tan, tan ta, rero, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 


1 


Pop, POP, 
Twittle, twit 


your death, 


breath ; 


(# 3 


Then the ſcars he'll bear O! 
M,uſquets roar, | 

Small ſhot pour; 

= a tat, too, tero, 


Y.tight fellow-ſoldiers, 
Fight away for the cau 
ever flinch while you live, ſhould you meet with 


0 


* 


What brings up the rar © ? 
In comes Death, 
| Stops his breath, 
Good-bye valiant hero! 
Twittle, twittle, rat a tat; 
Pop, pop, pap; Row, de dow, &c. &c. 


— . —— 
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A NEW SONG. 
Sung 9 N Moss, in the ſame. 


repare for your foes, 
of the jolly red roſe; 


ere's no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite out of 


Then be true to your colours the Lancaſters choſe, 


And the ln ent wine with the jolly red roſe. 
I!) ben be true, &c. 


He who follows for honour the drum and the fife, 

May perhaps have the luck to get honour for life ; 
And he who for money makes fi 
Let et him now face the foc, he'll 


ting his trade, 
— aurm paid, 


Then be true, &c, 


136 1] 


The fight fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, 
How we'll talk ober our cups of the havock we've mad: 
How we'll talk, if we once kill a captain or two, 
Of a hundred more fellows, that no-body knew ! 


CHORUS. 


Then my tight fellow ſoldiers prepare for your for 
And the laurel entwine with the jolly red roſe, 


LOVE IS NOT A JEST. 


A NEW SONG. 
{ Tune—With tuneful pipe and merry glee.) 


A 8 ＋ a virgin in my teens, 

a liſten to each youth; 

And heard them in ſcqueſter'd ſcenes, 

Declare their love and truth : | 

I ſmil'd alike at every tale, 
As then I do proteſt; 

I thought none ever could prevail, 
That love was all a jeſt. 


Free as the birds who gayly ſing, 
I paſs'd each coming day; 
Like them, was ever on the wing, 
And careleſs tun'd my lay: 
Alas! too ſoon I find tis — 1 
I feel it in my breaſt; 
Defying Cupid is in vain, 
That love is not a jeſt, _ 


Young 


ow 


$0 a-:1 


* Young Collin, with a charming air, 
For tenderneſs and wit, 4 
Flas won my heart I do declare, * b 
The pointed ſhaft has hit: 5 
If he ſhould aſk, III pre my hand, 
I will, I do proteſt; 
Each rapture then will round expand, 
For love is not a jeſt. 


A LINND T's MEAT” + 


By Mr. DIIDEXx. . 


Linnet's neſt, with anxious care, 
Young Strephon one By round me; 
When inſtantly the plunder'd pair, 
With cries came flutt'ring round me: 
And is it thus, cries I, unkind, 
. You'd raiſe compaſſion in me? 
Hence, cruel, hence—unleſs you'd find, 
Some better way to win me. 


"= 


Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, 
My love for you has wrought me, 
I practice but that cruelty, 
Vou have ſo often taught me. 
If thus the linnet, and his mate, 


Can 22 in you; 
No more unkindneſs intimate, 


But let your Strephon join you. 
D 
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. | This faid, like lightning, back he flew, 
5 The moſſy neſt reſtoring ; 
SY "The linnets kept their young in view, 
3 % No more their loſs deploring : 
3 1 Meanwhile this act. ſo ſweet, ſo kind, 
1 Had rais'd affections in me; 

And Strephon was well pleas'd to find 
{ 20 certain way to Win me. 


—̃ —ñññ. —— 


THE LIGHT OF THE MOON 
yy Sung by Mr. DazLzY, at Vauxhall, 


—_— , -: Ty HE day is departed, and round from the clo; 
N Bl The moon in. ber beauty-appeass;. 
The. voice of the nightingale — around, 
The muſic of, love in our ears. 
Maria appears! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 
While the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


] cannot * preſent unfold what I feel, 
I ſigh can a lover do more; 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day ober: 
Maria, my love, ,do you long fo r the grove, 
3 Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon ? | 
= Does e 8 a kind thought run on me as vou rove, 


Alone by the light of the moon? 
df 
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zur name from the ſhepherds, whenever I heat; 


My boſom is all in a glow ; 
bur voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro mine ear, 
My heart chrill- my eyes overflow : 
> pow'rs'of the ſky, will your bounty divine, 
Indulge a fond lover his — 
all heart ſpting to heart, and Maria be mine, ; 
Alone by te light of the moon. 


A FAVORITE GLEE, 
By J. W. Carcorr, M. B. 


Sung in the Batile of HAxHAM. 


WIEN Arthur firſt in court began 
To wear long hanging ſleeves, 
He entertain'd three ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Iiſa, 
The ſecond was a Scot, 

The third he was a Welchman; 
And all were knaves, I wot. 


The Iriſhman lov'd uſquebaugh, 
The Scot lov'd ale, call' blue-cap ; ; 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 


And made his mouth like a W Wap. 


Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman; 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; 
The Welchman had like to've been choak d 


with a mouſe, 


But he pull'd her out by the tail, 
D z A FA- 
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HIER | A FAVORITE CATCH. 
7 1 > e Sung in the Battle of Hax RA. 4 


( Tune Box, quoth the blue-fly.} 


=. 1 UR or the green-ſward ; 
5 + Mum let us be; 
2 Lurk, and mum's the word 
For you and me . 

Ik bro' the brake, thro' the wood, - prowl, pron 
—_ around ; 
we watch the footitep, with. ears to the ground, 

| Ears to the ground 


ip 


4 <. 1 | p , 4 7 oe. : 4 f 13 
Inu LAss or RICHMOND: HIEL. 
2 ; Surg by Mr, INCLzDON, a! Vauxhall, 


22 4. N Richmond Hill there lives a laſs, 
. More bright than May-day morn ; 
= Whoſe charms at other s ſurpaſs, 
= A roſe without a thorn, 8 
This laſs ſo neat, with ſmiles fo ſweet, © 
- Has won my right good-will ; 
* I'd crowns refign, to call her mine, 
_—_ - *- Sweet laſs of Richmond Hill. 
_ Ye zephyrs gay, that fan the air,, 
And wanton thro” the grove; 
D © whiſper to my charming faif, | 
_ I die for her and love. E 
—_—  \. ” . This laſs fo neat, &c. 
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| 1 
| How happy will the ſhepherd be, 
Who calls this nymph his on; 
O may the choice be fix d on me, 


Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
| I laſs ſo went &c. 


- « 4 


A FAO KITE. SONG: 
J by Miſs Gone, 4 the Enrag d Muſician... 


E nymphs and fylvan OE 
Y That — nd tran gods des; 5 
When , newly born, 
Herſelſ loves to adorn, 
Wich flowers and blooming beds; 
In chearful lays, 
Come ling in the praiſe, : 
Amidft the pleaſant vale ; 
Olf thoſe that chan 
Their ſleep to loſe, * <7 1 U 
And in cold des. OT ELEC 
| With clouted ſhoes, TSS ER 
Still carry the milking pail. .. 0 . . : 


When cold bleak winds loud roar, 2 
And flowers ſpring no more, | .—— 1 
The fields lately ſeen, — 2 
So pleaſant an green, 3 
By winter all canded o'er ; | 
Oh how the town laſs, looks with her white foe, 
And her lips of deadly pale 7 
But it is not ſo. * . 
With thoſe that o, | 
+ »* *Thro' froſt and now, 
Wich cheeks that glow, 
To carry the milking pail. 
D 3 The 
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The miſs of courtly mould, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 
With waſhes and paint, 
| Her ſkin does ſo taint, 

She's wither'd before ſhe's old 
Vhilit ſhe in commode, puts on a cart load, 
And while cuſhions ſwell her tail, 

What joys are found, 

In — gown, | 

Young, plump and round, 

And ſweet, and found, 
Along with the milking pail ! 


A FAVORITE MASONIC SONG. 


NM the fictions of Greece, nor the dreams of 
old Rome, 

Shall with viſions miſlead, or with meteors conſume: 

No Pegaſus' wings my ſhort ſoarings miſguide ; 

Nor Raptures falſe lull me on Helicon fide. 

All clouds now diſſolve, from the Eaſt beams the day 

Truth riſes in glory, and wakens the lay, 

The eagle-ey'd muſe — ſees the light—filb the grove 

With the ſong of free-maſons, of friendſhip and love 


Pas r. 
Inſpired with the theme, the divinity flies; 

And thron'd on a rainbowẽ - before her ariſe 
Paſt, Preſent, and Future - with ſplendid array, 
In maſonic ſucceſſion, their treaſures diſplay. 

She views murder'd merit, by ruffian-hand fall, 
And the grave gives its dead up, at fellowſhip's call! 
While the craft, by their badges their inocence prove; 
And the ſong of frec- maſons is friendſhip and love. 


PRESENT. 


— 22 2 Y Wa 
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PRESENT. 


From thoſe ages remote, ſee the muſe ſpeeds her way, 
To join in the glories, the preſent diſplay ; 

In 3 and friendſhip, ſhe ſees the true band, 
With their ſplendour and virtues illumine the land. 
Religion's mw beam breaks the vapours of night, 
And from darkneſs myſterious, the word gives the light! 
While the lodge here below, as the choirs from above, 
Join the ſong of free-maſons in friendſhip and love. 


FuTuRE. 


That the future might keep, what the 1 beſtows, 

In rapture prophetic, the goddeſs aroſe, 

As ſhe ſung thro? the ſkies, angels echo'd the ſound, 

And the winds bore the notes to the regions around ! 

Her ſentiment then, our ſong ſhall retain : 

'Twas—* that maſonry e' er may its luſtre maintain;. 

And till time be no more, our firm union ſhould prove, 

That the end of free-maſons is friendſhip and ry * 
EE? | ASES, 
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THE NEGROE's COMPLAINT. 
A FAVORITE SONG. 


By W. Cowrsr, Zy. 
(Tune — Hoſier's Ghoſt.) 


ORC'D from home, and all its pleaſures, 
Afric's coaſt I left forlorn, 
To increaſe a ſtranger's treaſures, | 
. Ofer the raging billows borne, y 


* 


F 4 } 


Men from England bought and ſold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold; 

But tho' theirs they have enroll'd me, 
Minds are never to be ſold. 


Still in thought as free as ever, | 
_What ace England's rights, I aſk, 

Me from my delights to fever, 
Me to torture, me to taſk ? 

Fleecy locks, and black 8 
Cannot forfeit nature's claim; 

Skins may differ, but affection 

| Dwells in black and white the ſame. 


V. hy did all-creating nature, 
Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs muſt fan it, tears muit water, 

Sweat of ours mutt dreſs the ſoil. 

Think, ye maſters, iron-hearted : 
Lolling at your jovial boards, 

Think, how many backs have ſmarted 

For the ſweets your cane affords ! 


Is there, as ye ſometimes tell us, 
Is there one who ien on high? 


Has he bid you buy and fell us, 
| Speaking from his throne, the ſky ? 
Aſk him, if your knotted ſcourges, 
Fetters, blood-extorting Crews, 
Are the means which duty urges 
Agents of his will to ale! 


Hark ! he anſwers— wild tornadoes 
Strewing yonder ſea with wrecks ; 
Waſting towns, plantations, meadows, 
Are the voice with which he ſpeaks : ha 
c 


3 


ts 1 


He, foreſeeing what vexations 
Afric's ſons ſhould undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrant's habitations, 
Where his whirlwinds anfwer—No, 


By our blood in Afric waſted, IRE 
Ere our necks receive the chain, 
By the mis'ries which we taſted | 
Crofling, in your barks, the main; 
By our ſuff rings ſince ye brought us 
To the main-degrading mart, 
All ſuſtain'd with patience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart. 


Deem our nation brutes no longer, 

Till ſome reaſon ye ſhall find 
Worthier of regard and ſtron | 
Slaves of gold! whoſe Jodid dealings 

of gol! wh 

Tarn all your boaſted powers, 
Prove that you have human feelings 5 5 
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Ere you proudly queſtion our 61 


SONG any CHORUS os VILLAGERS, 
In the Baile of HeEXRAM. 


FIRST VILLAGER. 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody: 
I hear him !—hark ! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


g__— o 
— ͤ © ww * FY 


43 


7 

4 

$1 
. 
x 2 
1 i 
= 


L 46 Þ 


SECOND VILLAGER- 


When the golden ſun appears, 
On the — ad ET hw ; 
When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now. 
Then, then, —Oh, hark! | 
The merry lark 


Calls.us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay, 


THIRD VILLAGER- 


When the village-boy to field, 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs ; 
Feign fhe would not feem to yield, 
et gets her tumble on the graſs ; 
Tm then, ar 
merry lark, 
While they tumble in the hay. 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 


FOURTH VILLAGER. 


What are honours? What's a court? 


Calm content is worth them all ; 
Our honour lies in cudgel ſport, | 
Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball, 
But then, — Oh kak. ! : 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 
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A FAVORITE COMIC SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Ebwi x, ia the *. 
( Tune——Moderation and Alteration. ) 


JN = old quiet pariſh, on brown, healthy, old 
moor, c 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold is 


wore, | 
With many an old friend, who for liquor would roar ; 
And I Ro we the old ſherry—that I had taſted 


But it was in moderation, &c. 


There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſervants was 
'- Uh 
And kept the key of the old cellar, and old plate, 
and chipp'd the brown bread : | 
If an odd old barrel was miſling, it was eaſily ſaid, 
That the very old beer was one morning found dead. 


But this was in moderation, &c. 


But we bod a good old cuſtom when the week did 
n, | 
To ſhew - 4 accounts, I had not waſted * , 
For my Lord, though he was bountiful, thought 
waſte was a fin, "ks 
And never would lay out much, but when my lady 
1a in. a 
. Aut ſtill it was moderation, &c. 
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I was fairly knock d up, and very near foully knock 
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Good lack! good lack! how once Dame Fortune 
did frown! : 

I left my old quiet pantry, to trudge from town to 
town; | 

Worn quite off my in ſearch of thumps, bobs, 


and cracks on the crown; 5 


down. 


Alteration! Oh! it was a wonderful alteration! 


—_ — 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


W HEN ve ſtout free-booters pro l. 
Striking terror and diſmay; 
In the poor benighted ſoul, 8 
Wand' ning from his weary way; 
*Tis when night her mantle throws 
Oer the foreſt dark and deep; 
When the haraſs'd mind its woos, 
Lulls in ſoft and balmy fleep. 
Af our plunder prove but good, 
| To our cavern under- ground 
Me ſteal, in ſilence thro the wood, 
And in wine, remorſe is drown'd. 


Thus we ſtout free-booters, &c. 


* 


CRUEL 


T0 13 
CRUEL PEGGY. 


Sung by Mr. DaxL ZT, at Vauxhall. 


N O more ſhall Harry fling the bar, 
Or wreſtle on the green ; 


Or on the village feſtival 


Proclaim his May-day queen. 
To throw the coit, let others learn, 
In Ain to pleaſe I try; 
What's all my ruſtic fame and kill, 


When Kill I painful 6gh, 2 reg 


Like yonder once ſweet tender tree, 
Our thriving loves appear'd ; 
"To fence it from the ſeaſon's bane, 
No labour has been ſpar'd, 
But, There pron to the planter's hand, 
no golden frutt; 
The nar nurſſin — with foreign weeds, 
Will perith at the root, 


In ned es rattling tongues 
ip'd friendſh ip, {Be and As; 
The abric that Aon 


Ambition will — | 
There muſt be magic ſare in gold, 
To-make you prove untrue; 
No magic can my joys reſtore, 
Depriv'd of love and you, 
Cruel, cruel, Peggy. 
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Cruel, cruel, Peggy. 
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THE UNION OF BACCHUS AND VENU 


Sung by Mr. DarLEY, at Vauxhall, 


1 Ma vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore, 

| And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour; 
And Venus, bleſs'd Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of fires. | 
Vet to neither I ſwear fole allegiance to hold, 

My bottle and laſs 1 by turns muſt enfold ; 

For the ſweeteſt of anions that mortals cap prove, 
As of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


When fill'd-to the fair the briſk bumper I hold, 

Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold*? 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, 

If good port fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty the toaſt. 
And the charms of your, girl more angelic will be, 
If her ſopha's encircled with wreaths from his tree; 

For the — of unions that mortals can prove, 


jIs of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoal, 
O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl; 
Bliſs reflected from either will lend to my heart, 
Ten thouſand ſweet joys whichthey can't have apart; 
Go try it, ye ſmiling and gays looking throng, 
And your hearts ſhall in union beat: to my ſong ; 
That the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 


Js. of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddefs of love. 


THI! 


4 
THE VILLAGE MA ID EN. 
Ssang by Mr. Ix er EDOox. 
W HEN firſt I ſaw the village maiden; - 
8 _ Cy motionleſs I ſtood; 
was Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, © - 
So Track beautiful, and good 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip'ning roſe. 


Her ſmiles would baniſh mortals' woes, 
So ſweet the village maiden. 


Clariſſa's eyes all attracting, 
Her breath Arabia ſpices Ron, 

For her, like ore, would Av'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain: 

T told my love with many fears, 

Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking tears, 
Then ſigh'd the village maiden. - 

She figh'd betauſe ſhe had no riches, 
To make her lady-like and gay; 

Tho' virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd to name the wedding day. 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, - 
Lſhall be rich and envied ſure, 

To gain the village maiden. 


* 


NOTHING BUT SPITE. 
A NEW SONG», 


By Miſs Clark, of Cheltenham, 


"HO! my mother, and aunt, will jeer and will 

taunt, : 
And ſay that my conduct's too free, 
y may cenſure and rail, yet they'll never prevail, 
It has no effect upon me, 24 
2 2. | While 
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While time's on the wing, I will laugh, and will ſing 
1 Youth's _ _ * mirth — delight; 
ey have each had their day, havebeen merry and 
So all that they ſay is mere ſpite. * 


Like the birds in the grove, who chirrup fond love, 
And ſweetly ſalute ev'ry ear; _ ; 

I will join in the lay, or like lambkins will play, 

And with rapture each moment will cheer. 
Young Collin he ſues, I can hardly refuſe, 

He's ſo pleaſing from morning to night; 

Aunt ſays, he's a cheat, all his courtſhip deceit, 

Yet I know all ſhe ſays is but fpite. _ 


Yet with-prudence in mind, no harm I ſhall find. 
And I always will be on my guard; 
Not all of his art, ſhall vex my gay heart, 
And to break it, he'll find tis too hard; 
Should he promiſe with truth, he will wed, thedcar youth 
I certainly never could flight ; | 
I cannot deny, but moſt ſurely comply, | 
Jo refuſe would be nothing but ſpite. 


A NEW FOX-HUNTING SONG. 
By Mr. R. W —n, of . 


( Tune December is the month, &c. ) 


D OUSE, rouſe, my Bucks, and hail the day, 
See Phu-bus gilds the ſkies ; | 
And to the field now take your way, 
And bid ſhrill echo riſe, 


For a hunting we will go, we'll go, we'll go. 


oF 


To cover, hoic, the huntſman cries, ' 
And boldly rides along; 
The village clowns the horns ſurpriſe, 
Who run to ſee the throng. 


When a hunting we do go; — 


When Reynard's found, what joys abound, 
And cheer each hunter's face ; 
When Hart 10 holla, echo's round, 


And we purſue the chace. 3 
When a hunting, & c. 


Ho, tal, reſounds afar, 
While we ſweep o'er the plain; 
Danger ſhall ne'er our ſport debar, - 
Or fear a hunter pain. F 
| When-a hunting. Se. 


A noble burft, cries him up firſt, 
While rapture heaves his breaſt; 
To his-cunning, Renny now mult truſt, 
He's fairly done his beſt. 3 
And a hunting, &c. 


He's croſs'd, that yard, good fir, hold hard. 
And give the hounds the way; 1285 
There's on him, hoic, what can retard, 


Hart en him, * : | 
; hen a hunting, &. 


* —— 


— 


His ſpeed it fails, what craft avails? 
e yields his panting breath; 
His whoop, the diſtant ear aſſails, 
Hoo-whoop, pronounces death. | 
And a hunting, &. 
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THE J F W BOY. 
(Tune—I 'm a good hearty fellow.) 
VAS a young ſhew-poy, and came from Tuke's 
And 3 near Shaint Paul's, vid a ferry good 


; _ | 
_ A n I am in the moſt ſhort of ware, 
_ =—_— And vill, ven I can'trſhear, deal honeſt, Iſh fnwear. 


: o a roll ob pomatum, de beſht to be ſhold, 
ne petter in London, pomp ever behold ; 
Den here's a rollers all cheap for to curl up de hair, 
And ven I can't ſheat, III deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 


I've healing vax too, viſh I vow and proteſt, 
= Is of right dr make, and dat ſure is de 5 3 
Burns vel, and houds vaſt, you vill find I d 
1 And if Lean t ſheat, Tu deal honeſt, Iſh 8 


I have ſhoice of fine ſhpeRacles, likeviſe you'll find; 
Such glaſſes will make a man ſhe dat is blind; 
Yet tho' I'm a. Shew-boy, I vow and declare, 
Tat ven I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 


ad ſittings you vill likeviſe-be found dat Pb buy, 


Þ nd in many more tings, few is equal to 1; 
ve glaſs to try money, if good I declare, 
And ven I can't. ſheat, III deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 


De pencil I've got made of ferry peſt lead. 


Den deal vid de Shew-poy I'll vow and declare, 
Dat ven I can't ſheat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh lhwear. 


I'D 


You may try if you pleſt, I * 4 dlack and red; 


— 
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I'D RATHER BE EX C USD. 


Sung by Mrs. MarTYR, ar Vauxhall. 


e's 
* ETURNING from the fair one eve; ; 
Acroſs yon verdant plain, . Shes Y 
Young Harry ſaid he'd fre me home; | 
4 tight, a comely ſwain ;. 


He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
And wou'd not be refus'd ; 
I) hen aſk'd a kiſs, I bluſh'd and cry'> 
. I'd rather be excus'd, $2 


You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, 
I mean no harm, I ſwear ; 

Long time I have in ſecret figh'd, 
For you, my charming fair; 

But if my tenderneſs offend, 

And if my love's refus'd, 

I'll leave you—what alone, cry'd I, 

I'd rather be excus'd. 


He preſs'd. my hand, and on we walk'd, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit; 
h But ſtill to all he ſaid I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute.. 
At length, got home, he angry cry'd, 
y fondneſs is abus d; 
Then die a maid indeed ſay I, 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


Xn 
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Introduced in the performance of the AGREEABLE 
SURPRIZE, at Lord Sandwich's Theatre. 


W: ritten by a gentleman . Cambridge. 


A Blooming flower my Chloe choſe,. 
1 Her lovely breaſt to deck, | 
Leſs fra than her breath. the roſe, 

s beauteous than her cheek. 


A bee, attracted by the flower, 
The honey flew to ſip; 
He left the charmer of an hour, 
And perch'd on Chloe's lip... 
Too ſoon my fair one felt the ſmart;. 
She ſtrack the ſpoiler down ; 
Whilſt gentle pity rul'd her heart, 
Rage taught her brow to frown... - 


Have mercy, lovely maid,“ ſaid I-— 
the trembling thief forgive! 
« Tf all who thee adore muſt die, 
„ Othink how few would live!“ 


* 
——— —— — — 


TIE HRARTY BLADE. 
A NEW SONG. 
Tune O the days when I was young. }. 
"IN HAT a hearty blade am I, 


Care can never touch my heart ; 
Every trouble I defy, 
While I view the foaming quart : 


With. 
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With a friend, and jovial ſong, 
Laughing let the moments paſs; 
Thus the ev'ning I'll prolong, - 
While I toaſt my favorite laſs. 
What a hearty blade am I, &e. 


Soon as morning ſtreaks the Eaft, 
With the jocund lack I rife; 
Pleaſure renovates my breaſt, 
Health befriends my early riſe: 
'Then I trace o'er hill and dale, 
Puff my pipe, or cheerful ſing ; 
Care with me ſhall near prevail, 
For my heart is blith as Spring. | 
What a hearty blade am I, &. 


At noon with pleaſure 1 fit down, 

With an appetite ſo keen; 
And quaff my nappy joram down, a 
- Happier than a king or queen; 


Then 1 lumber in my chair, | 
And when waking joyful ſmile, 
Baniſh every gloomy care, | 
Thus the moments all beguile. 
What a hearty blade am I, &c, 


Mortals might be free from ſtrife, 
Would they follow my advice; 
Mark the happy road of life, 
And not be too over- nice: 
Scorn the niggard, leave the dull, 
Join the friendly and the gay; 
With good liquor when you're full, 
Friendly part, and fing huzza,. 
What a hearty blade am I, &e. 


=— — 
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IEM OF ABERDEEN: 


- 


Sang by Miſs LAARV, at Vauxhall. 


1 2 HE tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove, 
And ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green; 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
Wi bonny Jem of. Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we fit beneath. the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lea; 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing,, 
Always wooing me, | 


He's freſh and fair, as flow'rs in May, 
The blitheſt lad o- the green 

How ſweet the time will paſs away, 
Wi bonny lem of Aberdeen. | 


Wi jay I leave my father's cot: 
1 ilka ſport of glen or green ; 


Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot, 


Of bonny Jem. of Aberdeen. 
Ce Whene'er we fit, &c. 


KAT EF. 
FAVORITE BALLAD... 
Sung by Miſs GBO. 


1 WAS near a ſea- beat rock reclin'd; 
The beauteous lovelorn Kate ; 
She had no friend to ſoothe her mind, 
But. mourn'd her hapleſs fate. 
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*Her only love was out at ſea, 
Far from his native ſhore ; 
In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
Leſt he return no more, 


Thus would ſhe figh the live- long day, 


For dangers he may prove; 


While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way, 


With firm unſnaken love. 


Tho' hope oft bade her cares to ceaſe, 
And check'd the falling tear; 

"Yet, ah, in vain the hours of peace, 
Appear'd ho longer near, 


So droops the pri YA the vale 
80 fades 8 roſe; : 


"When tempeſts and rude winds afſail,  . _ 


Their ſweets no more diſcloſe. 


Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheer, 
And ſoothe thee with addreſs ; 
80 may each future day appear, 


One ſcene of happineſs. 
—— 
MEEK EYED POLLY. 
By Mr. THOMPSON. 
(Tune Dawn of hope, &c. ) 


WEN Meek Ey'd Polly firſt I ſaw, 


With each enchanting grace ; 


a 


- 


She truck my mind with love and awe, 


Such beauty deck'd her face, 


I 


* 


* BD 


But when I heard the fair one ſpeak, 
With ſuch peculiar ſenſe; 

T leſs admir'd her lovely check; 
Than other excellence. | 


1 found her in the woodbine ſhade, 
A pleaſant ſweet alcove ; * 
And there I told the maid, 
"Twas her alone I ve'd. - 


Ye pow'rs, ſhe ſmil'd and me a tear, 
A tear which eas'd my bre 
To church I haſten'd with the fair, 
And now am truly bleſs'd, 


* The Six following little 3 Sons 
were written by a YOUNG LADY, purpoſely 

for this COLLECTION, though never adapted 
to Fang Tunes. 


* NEW PASTORAL SONG. 


H OW 8 ſounds the ſhepherd's reed, 
Upon the verdant hill; ä 
While all — his flocks are fed, 
Or ſeek the cooling nll: . 
The flow'ry bank, the preading ſhade, 
At ſulfry noon invite; 
And every ſcene around difplay'd, 
_ rapture to the ſight. 


How 


5a 


8 


— 


ET 
How happy is the. ſhepherd's life, 


From care and envy free 
Strangers to worldly noiſe and frrife, | 
ith-joy his moments flee; 
His fleecy care are all his + pry 
While Fen in his ſight; 
And Paſtorella is ſide 8 
br pan ſcene delight. hy 


The morni a with pleaſure crown d. 
While ſweet the wood- birds a "Ss 
And Flora ſpreads her mantle ron, 1 
To decorate the Spring | 
Jo ſimple ſcenes like t wy 19 
Which give my N + | 
And every & care defy, * 
While charms. bke W invite. 


LOVE IN MASQUERADE. 


A NEW. 3 0 M . 


HEN firſt I came to London town, 
As ſimple as mi 
In ſtraw made hat, and ruſſet gown, 
How ſtrange was all to me : 
I ſtar'd at this, I gaz'd at that, 
An artleſs country maid; 
Such dreſling, flirting, and all that, 
*Twas all a la maſquerade 


F I vent 


1 


. 
* * 
= — 8 * 
1 12 — £Þ 4 —*. © * a 
/ \ 1 > _ 5 
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A I went to cozen Nelly's route. 
All dizen'd out ſo fine; S 
The beaux they flutter d all. dont. | 
+ I thought it was divine 

B T liſten'd to each tender tale, - 
Þ Not knowing what was ſaid; | 
When Nelly bade no fears prevail, 
I as love in maſquerade. 


g 1 | At rn, at concert, or at ball, 
_ My woers were not few; 
= * my eyes, my cheeks, and all ; 
| a » as was new: 
by Too long I iſten'd, for my 
—_ I found, alas! betra a: 
= Heigh ho! my ſorrows ſo - 


= — Thro' Joye in maſquerade, | 
* Dad I never came to town, 
But trip'd the verdant — 5 
= Contented with my _ 
= 3 And Collin, gen tle ſwain ; 


Then ba n 
Tanger bad been betra y'd; 

Aut 1 am doom'd to at aft, 

hto leve in maſquerade, 


JACK AND SUB. 
A SEA so. 


3 HE N darkli tempeſts threaten wide, 
9 And clouds obſcure each light, 
1 "The: moon and ftars no longer guide, 

. Ho terrible the night, vg 


[6] 
Wee now high, e 
While ghtnings flaſh, and winds do blow, 


What dreadful images 
Yet then the ſailor r wolf not fear, 5 
Yet do not mourn, my deareft Sue, 
M — — — I 

to 
1 TS; 
And billows toſs the veſſel high ; Fo 
Tho' Ureadful images appear, 


Thy Jack ſhall think on thee, PT 5 


ing | 
days of love and peace, 
Shall crown us with delight. 
Safe wafied to my native ſhore, 
My faithful Sue to meet once more; 
Exch prof then my heart would cheer, * 
4 with thee, my only Gan, 


SPARKLE LIKE THE BOWL, 


A. DRINKING SONG, 


ILL high the bowl, an ample tide, 
I love to ſee it foaming wide; 
The cheerful bumper then diſplay, 
Drink to the friendly, and the gay; 
Drink will exhilarate the ſoul, 
And make wit raff like the bowl. : 
2 


1 & + 


Like Bacchus, round my temples tw ine 

. The clufters of the juicy vine; n 
Pour in the claret, twill impart 'ts 
New raptures td the-drinker's heart; 
*T will then exhilarate the ſoul, | 
And make wit-ſparkle like the bowl: 


Let Love and Bacchus, both unite, _ 
Each join'd, afford Tupreme delight; 
A bumper, and a kiſs inpie, 
, The mind with mirth, and fond deſire; 
Both will exhilatate the lo, 
And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


The gods themſelves to drink incline, 
Nectar is punch infus'd with wine; 
Inſpiring mirth, and love and joy, 
Such raptures which can never 8 | 
Drink wilt exhilarate'the ſoul, 
And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


A NEW HUNTING SONG. 


HE N thro” the woods the hunters trace 
The nimble hart, or hare, 
Fond Echo joins the noble chace, | 
And vocal makes the air, : 
The opening hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the morning dew. 


> 


From 


[6] 


From hillivand dales.the criedaonnd;” 
While mellow ſounds the horn; 

Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, 

; And _—_ cheers the morn. 
3 opening hounds the 
And — f 


At length oꝰer · ta en, the trembling prey. 


parſue, 
g dew, 


Its ſpeed no longer tries; 
Fear all 8 Ve away, 
And ſoon the victim dies. 
The hunters then the bowl purſue, 
And all their ſongs of joy renew. 


BEAUTY AND LOVE. 


S bright as the flowrets in Summer appear, 

A * their bloſſoms does charmingly 
| CIT ; 

The pride of all nature is Phœbe to fight, 

Her countenance beams forth enchanting delight; 

. Her air, and manner each ſwain muſt approve, 

She looks like the goddeſs of Beauty and Love. 


. Tho' humble her ſtation, her dwelling a cot, 
Content's her companion, for peace is her lot; 

The wide ſpreading woodbines the place does adorn, 
And ſcent with perfume the light breezes of morn ; 
There ſeated; ſhe oft does each tranſport improve, 
She looks like the goddeſs of Beauty and Love. 


* By 


1 6 J 


. By nature inform'd, ſhe has wit at her will, 
=— - elodious her voice is, tho' fimple her fkill;. 
From her the fond nightingale-borrows its ſtrain, 
And charms at the ev ning each nymph and each ſwain;. 
But lately ſweet Phœbe I ſaw in the grove, - | 
She look'd like the goddeſs of Beauty and Love. 


Would Cupid, fly urchin, my paſſion attend, 1 . 
— with the dear charmer my wiſhes befriend ; . 
would ſhe unto my fond ſuit but-incline, 
What raptures, what delicate tranſports were mine; 
The weeks, and the months, and the years would 
improve, pars | 


When bleſs'd with my Phoebe, with Beauty and Love. 


FD — 2 mg 


— 3 


* RAVORITE NEW HUNTING SONG. 


By Mr, J. Wilsox, of Leeds, 8 : 


! 


=_— (Tune Anacreon in Heaven.) 


S bright>as the morning, the ſons of the chace, 
As early as Sol in the morning were riſing ; 
Joy _ in each heart, and health bloom'd in each: 
—_—_ 
Alike every fear; and each da deſpiſing. 
2 Then hail to the 8 4 N 
Wich hounds, and with horn, 
While pleaſure around does each ers adorn; 
Through woodland and valley with ſpeed they incline, 
And the Tports of the chace each proclaims is divine. 


Now 


di 
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Now ro d from his den, ſee-ſly Reynard sin view. 
And watchful he over the meadow is flying; | 

As ſwiftly the hounds-and the huntſmen pu de, | 4 
Alike all his ſpeed, and his cunning defying ; 3 1 

He now takes to the wood, 41 
No paſſes the flood, 2 

Vet as eager the chace by the- dogs is renew d; 

Thro' an . Or — with ſpeed they incline,. 

While the ſports of the cHace each proclaim is divine. 


Tho! he bruſhes to cover; and hides for awhile, 
Yet ſoon the ſtaunch beagles will certainly find him: > 
Such a pack all his cunning can never beguile, 
He quickly i is trac'd by the ſeent left behind him... 
- They ſeize on their prey, 
While the horns ſound—away ; 
And pleaſures reward the fatigue of the day. 
To ling: o'er the bowl, they all cheerful incline, 
That the joys of che ſporiſmen are nearly divine. 


* * 
- #8 


1. EN H E LOO” 8 ME WEEL.. 
Surg by Mrs. MARTYR, at Vauxhall, 


B DE the burn. the other day, 
I run'd my ſimple ſang; 

Voung Jockey, tripping, came that way, 
And play d his pipe alang : 

Upon the bank he — his ſeat, 

; Fand fain a kiſs would fteal;. _ | - 

I:roſe, and quickly did retreat,. . 2 
Yet ken he.loo's me weel.. 3 2 


(8.3 


Dear P then the loon he LY 
Doane ſuit diſdain ; _ 
Or treat w Corti ates and 
An honeſt hearty ſwain: 
I've ewes and lambs, 6 
To truth I can appeal; 
ſhall be yours, ſweet laſs, indeed, 
you will me weel. 


The ſhepherd look d and talk'd fo ſweet, 
ie won my heart; 
For pit-a-pat, I felt it beat; 
To frown I had no heart. 
Meſs John the happy knot has ty” 'd, 
Content 1s mine I 
There canna be a. ern bride, 
Becauſe he loo's me weel. 


— — — 


THE PREDEORO ON; 


— 


AN OLD SONG. 


Written above a hundred and fifty years 2go. ) 


WAY, let naught to love diſpleaſin 

A My "Winifreds, move thy tear ; * 
Let nought delay the heavenly bleſng, 

Nor — pride nor gloomy care: 
What tho' no grants of royal donors, 

With pompous titles grace our blood ; 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial honors, 

And to be noble we'll be good. 


0 
4 
1 
. 


V. 


1 


What tho' from Fortune's laviſh bounty 
No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs; - 
We'll find within our 3 plenty, 
And be content without exceſs ; 
Still ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon, 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give, 
For we will live a-life-of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live. 
Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Shall ſweetly ſound where er tis ſpoke ;- 
And all the great ones moch ſhall wonder, 
How the pe ſuch little folk. 
Thro' youth an , in love excelli 
We'll hand in tage pether tread of 
Sweet. ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelli 
And 53 hg ſweet ſanling+babes, our hea 


How ſhould I love the pretty creatures 
Whilt-roomd my knees they fondly clung ;. 
To ſee them look, their mother's features, 
To hear them . liſp their mother's tongue; 
And when with envy time tranſported,, * 
Shall think to rob us of our joys; 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And.I go wooing in my boys. 


— ——— 


N.ENGLISHMAN MAY TURN, MAY VEER. 
By Mr. DID VW 
Ax Engliſhman may turn, may veer, 
x Nor from each dritt of pation; 
Whim or caprice more ſafely. ſteer, 
Than. any other nation. | 
PE Tt CHORUS. 


[+] 
CHORUS. * 
Bot in his heart a compels fair, 
Fhe veſſel of the owner 


| Guides ſafely, for the needle there 
Points to the magnet honour, 


An To Eign or he has no pow'r, | 


ons lack, 4a on, 
| tike is own horizon, 


" Bariwkis heart a compaſs fi 


A FAVORITE NEW 4 " 
IME, thou ſoftner of each 
Aid me with thy friendly 


"2 ſorrows bring relief, 
my heart-felt — calm. 


Tho” the ſwellin ſurge oft 
And deforms the wat'ry —— 
Time, at length, its force aſſwages, 
And the waves grow ſmooth again. 


LL BE THE SQUIRE's. BRID 


Sung by Miſs Lian, at Vauxhall. 


O N enter'd in my teens, 
y unthinking laſs, 
Above all ry [ahem rural ſcenes, 
I priz d my looking-glaſs; 


| L 72 7 
There vanity my face ailplay'd, 
And lifted high my pride, 


I choughe, no dqubt, my form was made 
ſome quite s bride. ® 


Sometimes a felf-opinior's vi; ght, 
| And goes no little way; 
The 'fqnire view'd me with delight, 
An n'd me Queen of May: 
I ſmil'd, I bluſh'd, I hung my head, 
When firſt he join'd my ſide; 
Yet to myſelf I ſoftly ſaid, 
I'll be the Tquire's bride. ” 


From thence he woo'd me ſoon and late, 
| At church, and market too; 
But when he begg'd I'd be his mate, 

3. What could a virgin do+ 

Twas folly ſure, to ſay him nay, 

le wou'd not be deny d; 
Then fix d the wedding day Ys 

And I'm the '{quire's bride. 


- 
«Thy n ; So : F 


' STERNE, AT THE TOMB OF MARIA. | 
Sung by Miſs Groncs. 


HE ſun ſhane pale 
| While morn unbarr'd her gate; 
ID Wa by his beams, Maria roſe, 
Io mourn her hapleſs fate; 
a roger crabs get ge | 
hich echo'd thro” the vale, 
Soft as the riſin 


Or Zephyr's 


on mountain ſnow, - 


bluſh of morn, 


grant gale, 


„ 
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III; Sight her ſhroud before her palt, 


I "The owl cry'd, and raven too; a MV 
At eve Mapa breath'd ber laſt, A 
And prov'd theſe omens true. = 
Her ſpirits now in heaven repo d. it 
Which here ſad vigils kept; "N 
Whoſe wounds on earth were never d. N A 
Whoſe ſorrow never llept.. as ak A, 

Vet ere I bid my laſt adieu, * 70 
While in thy lay-cold bed; a Tl 

Accept the tear 5 friendſhip true, Ar 
Which o o'er thy grave I ſhed: :. Sa 
While life remains, thy hapleſs lot, Th 
In mem 77 eder ſhall live; 1 
Mayft thou in heav'n thoſe bleſſings oro. 7 Ye 
Which earth con never give. WY Bu 

a es W 


TIMOTHY. 
A * A vonxrrr SON 8. 

Jung by Mrs. Jozpan, in the Virgin Unndſe's. 
* J was a walking one mornin in May, | 

I heard a young damſel to ſigh and to ſay, 
My true love has leſt me, twas but yeſterday, 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went away; 
The very next time that I did him ſee, 
He vow d to be conſtant, be conſtant to me. 


1 aſked his name, he made this reply, 
*Tis T, I, M, O,T, wy 


- 
» 1 * . 4 1 
—c— 7. FF us 7 "LP 
: / fi Ps 3 ah — „ ee. N 14 
* Q ut * 


My 


» 6-98 1 
My father 1 of ſive hundred a year, 
is 


And I am his daughter and only heir, 

Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me I fear 
If I mary with V, O, U, my dear. 2. 
Says he, if you'll wed me, pray tell me your mind, 
A huſband In make you both tender and kind; 
And now to the church, my dear, let's repair, A 
Ne'er mind your F, A, T, H, E, R. ; 


They went to the church, and were married, they ſay, 

And went to the father the very ſame day ; 

Saying, honour'd father, we tell unto thee 

That we are M, A, R, R, I. E, D. : 
With that the old codger began for to ſtare, 

You've married my daughter, and only heir; | 4 
But fince it is ſo, to it I comply WE "= 
With T, I. M, O, T, H, X. 1 


— 


A NEW PAR OD Y. 
o THE RACE-HORSE. ts 4 
GEE the ball wom thick crouded, the dance is —_ 


begun, 

Hear, ihre dhe bright circle, what ſoft murmurs run; 
A thouſand gay characters float in the maze, 
ords, gamblers, fine ladies, all keep up the gaze: 
hile ; von 8 like a ſwan, and with high beating 

Drean, | 
With waiſt nicely taper'd, and form'd'to be prefs'd ; 
Scarcely touching the floor, full of frolic and game, 
he elegant fair one firft challenges fame. 


Now the Park's thickly throng'd, the high phaeton ſee, 
be delicate hunter, gilt coach, vis-a-vis; | 
Lach grace, and each charm, every party diſplays, 
ind faſhion peeps forth, in a thouſand ſweet ways; 
| SIE While 


T 4 1 


Mile alike fitly bred, for the ball · room or courſe, 
The phaeton to drive, or to curb the fleet horſe; 
By this time fair virtue's an obſolete word, 

And the elegant fair one is kept by a lord. 


Grown ſtale, ſomewhat aged, unfit for my lord, 
Devoid of all. paſſion, her appeite's-cloy'd ; 

While beaux and box- ſwellers, her. pedigree trace," 
Tell whoſe ſhe has been, from the groom to his grace ; 
And what ſtyle ſhe has/liv'd in with pleaſure count o'er, 
As they loiter their time at ſome bagnio door. 
While with poverty ſunk, and diſeaſes weigh'd down, 
The elegant fair one's a girl of the town. 


At length from St. James's to Wapping ſhe ſtrays,? 
Her blood all polluted, her ſyſtem decays! 
On ſlraw, at ſome bunter's, ſhe gives up her breath, 
Or in ſome filthy kennel's arreſted by death! 

Who ſo lately each pomp, and each gaity knew, 

Is now left a horrible ſight to the view; 

Her relics a pitying crowd now behold, 

And the elegant fair one to-the ſurgeon is ſold, 


A FAVORITE LITTLE AlR. 
By Miſs Anna Ross. 
(Tune — Banks of the Dee.) 


M Y lover expects me hard by in the grove, 
Each breeze brings a ſigh from my ſwain; 


The joy of my heart, the youth that I love, 
Voung Reuben, the pride of the plain. 


His paſſions ſo pure, all fear I defy; 

Io Peggy he'll never give pain; 

Not the op'ning of morn is ſo dear to my eye, 
As Reuben, „the pride of the plain. 


| 2 F 
ORAN IS NO MORE. 


Sung by Mrs, KeMBur, in the Benevolent Planters 


I N vain to me the hours of care, 
When every daily toil is o'er ;- 
In my fad heart no hopes I find, 
For Oran is, alas | no more. : 


Nor ſunny Africa could pleaſe, 

Nor friends upon my native ſhore ;: 
Jo me the dreary world's a cave, 

For Oran is, alas! no more. 


In bow'rs of bliſs, beyond the moon, 
Ihe white man ſays, his ſorrow's o'er ;- 
And comforts me with ſoothing hope, 
Tho' Oran is, alas! no more. 


O come then meſſenger of death, 
Conyey me to the ſtarry ſhore; 
Where I may meet with my true love, 
And never part with Oran more. 
— — ü 


DEED- TIS MUCH TOO SOON. 


* by Mrs. MazTYR, at Vauxhall, 


| AT . ſixteen, my lovers came, ' 
ith flattering tongues, and hearts in flame, 


As thick as ſhowers in June; 


But of a little beauty vain, 


| 9 and told each dying ſwain, 


deed, twas much too ſoon. 
62 Year 
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. Year after year, in ſcorn went by,. 

Rejecting ev'ry am'rous figh, 

I kept the ſame old tune; 

Go, ſhepherd, with diſdain, I cry'd;. 

*Tis time enough to be a bride, 
Indeed, tis much too ſoon. 


At twenty-five—full time to wed, 
My lovers nearly all were fled, 
I alter'd then my tune; 
Shepherd, ſaid I, I've chang 'd my mind,, 
I've thought the matter o'er, and find, 
I cannot wed too ſoon.. Ry 


THE SABLE CLAD CURTAIN” 8 UNDRAWN. 


| A«FAVORITE HUNTING. SONG. » 


Sung 'by Mr. INCLEDON, at Fauxball 


HE ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 
 The-lark carols ſweetly on high; 
Quickly the eye of the morn, 
ä See the ſun· beams are gilding the ſæy: 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 
The horn winds a tedious delay ;. 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated rebounds,.. 
In expecting che ſummons for hark, hark, away. 


Hark ! a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 

Thro' 8 we dafhin ing purſue ;- 
While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 

Tin the buntſwan praclaims him in view: 

Now his ſtrength and bis cunning a mort, 

See the dogs ſeize in triumph their pre 
While 75 death of the game, gives Reh. life to the 

ſport, 

Ihe echoes re- echoe with hark, hark, away. 


I 


Now for Liberty-hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field: 
Where good-humour combines with the fare,. 
And the wife ſmiles-obedience to yield :* 
While the bottle and bowl both unite, 
To vie with the ſports of the day ; 
Let bumpers go round, to the ſportſman's delight;. 
And all join in the chorus of hark, hark, away. 


THE. DISCONSOLATE MAID EN. 


* 
* 


(Tune When my money was gone. } 


WN my beauty was gone, once my pride and 


delight, 
And ſneering, all pitied my fate; | 
Emy looking-glaſs broke, as I view'd the ſad ſigltt;, 
I no longer with joy was elate.. 


My face, when I ſmil'd, every bean would declare, 
As an angel was lovely and bright; 
Eike Venus, the goddeſs of beauty, was fair, 
Now, inſvleat, call-me a fright.. 


Good God! how I ſigh! and pine at my lot, 
Since I can be courted no more; x 

Muſt all the vaſt conqueſt I've made be forgot, 
Will the ſwains me no longer adore? 


Neglected, alas! muſt I fit in the ſhade, . . * 
To the winds my ſad ſorrow to tell? 
And O!] horrid thought, mutt I die an old mad, 
For ever to lead apes in hell. | 
G& 3; 


'y 
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To mend bachelors breeches,.as ſome people * 
Alas! how it troubles my mind; 

No more at the ball, or the route to be *. 
For pleaſure no longer deſign d. 


No; I'll patch, and I'll paint, and then out of town, 
To ruttical ſhades will retire ; 

And with the new face I have made of my own, 
III marry-fome yn ſqu ire. 


WHILE STREPHON THUS YOU TEASE MR 
Sung by Miſs Pool E, at Vauxhall. 
The Words by Lady W. Momague. 


. WII Strephon thus you teaze me, 
. To ſay what won my heart; 
It cannot, ſure, be treaſon, 

If I the truth impart 


It was your generous nature, 

= e Bold, ſoft, ſincere, and gay; 
=—_ It ſhone in every feature, 
= And ſtole my, n away. 


"Twas not-your ante. tho charming, 
Twas not your eyes, tho" bright; 
Twas not your bloom, tho' warming, 


A Nor beauty s dazzling light. 
No it was your generous nature, &c: 


"Tway 


BY Bs  , 
"Twas not your dreſs, tho” ſhining; A = 
Nor ſhape that won my heart; 
- *T'was not your tongue combining, 


For that might pleaſe by art. | 
. No—it was your generous nature, &c.. 


A FAVORITE. NEW. SONG. 


(Tone How imperfect is expreſſion. ) 


HILS T the tedious hours beguiling, . 
I with rapture fondly toy; 

Love in every feature ſmiling, 
_ Glows with unexhauſted joy. 


Broken ſighs and looks diſcover, 


What the boſom wou'd explain; 
Nature thus relieves the lover, 


And afſwages every pain. 


Soft content and love united, 
Wake each feeling into bliſs; 
Thus employ d, and thus delighted, 


fleaven expanding in each kiſs :- 
- What are, ſay, the boaſted treaſures, . 


Pomp or pride of erring man ; 
Rich in Nature's choiceſt pleaſures, 
To enjoy is all our plan. 


Oz. 


All have had their day, but now mult yield to quoz. 


\ Once it was the barber, for every thing that's ri ght, 
| 1 


1 8 J. 
A Q U 0-2... © | 
Fung by Mr. Epwix, at the Theatre Royal, in the 
Haymarket. | | , 
( Tune—Stony Batter. ) 
EV for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've a 
ion, . | 


Immenſely great and little once, were all the faſhion z. 
Hum'd, and then humbugg'd, twaddy, tippy, poz, 


a2 ed # a # MA 


Walk about theftreet, each time you turn your head, fir, 

Pop, ſtaring in your phiz, is Q, U, O, and Z, ſir; 
Cries madam dip to deary, tis monſtrous ſcandalous, 

To write on people's ſhutters, that ſhameful naſty. 


quoz. 


had, Y FH a> 


The ſhaver knock'd the barber quickly out of ſight; 


Now we've got a new word, how invented 'twas, 


If you aſk, I'll tell—my anſwer, fir, is quoz. 


The hobby horſe of late we rode about with ſpeed, 
For drinking, wenching, gaming, was the word indeed; 
Then maccaroni, bore, and rage, never ſure the like was, 


Vet all that ſort of thing, gave way to little quoz. 


T ipſy, dizzy, muzzy, ſucky, gy muddled, 
Boſky, blind as Chloe, mops and 0 and fuddled; 
Plorrid. torrid, horrid, Max uhh heyboz, layboz, 
Words with terminations, not ſo good as a quoz. 


. * - 
o * 1 
- 
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But when ozzy came, tippy, bore, and twaddle;. 
Bucks of bluſt ring fame cou d not keep their ſaddle ʒ 


One attempts to rally Leds lm ln it was, 
But by nightly. fally,. deals him little quoz. 


There's 8 jack to roaſt your meat, a jack to hold your 
quor, 
ack apon the green, to amuſe the 1 yicarz, 
acks of various ſorts—Jack's a quiz, becauſe 
ack gives way to gill, and ſo does quiz to qu0Ze 


Some may think i it French, ſome may call it Latin, 
n; Some give in this meaning, others will give that in; 
2, Mean it what it will, or fon nſe or non compos, | 
hy The meaning; L ſhould think, the meaning muſt be- 
quoz. | 


Suppoſe we ſay 'tis 2 ſuppoſe i it mende x dinner 3 | 
— e a methodiſt, ſu ppoſe a wicked finner ;. 


Jo finiſh my ſuppoſe, ſuppofe I make a. pauſe, 
Vve hit it now—'tis K d fo good good peoples 


t, quoz. 


VALENTINE's DAY. 


ds. 7 7 \ HE winter's dreary. ſcene is o'er, 
The ſun unlocks the frozen grounds, | 


hs The veſſels leave the verdant ſhore, 
'Fhe woods with vocal muſic ſound ; 
Warm'd'by the ſun's enliv ning ray, 
d;. The feather'd ſongſters of the grove,. 
Tranſported hop from ſpray to ſpray,, 
And feel the genial now r of love. 
10 A feather 


Toy WW 


* 
- 


— 


A feather of peculiar die, 

A ſofter note, a ſweeter voice, 
May teach their little breaſts to ſigh, 
And guide them in their tranſcient choice ;- 
No wonder that theſe trifles pleaſe, 

Transfix their hearts and charm the ear; 
Their nuptial union ſoon muſt ceaſe, 

Nor can ſurvive the circling year. 


Far nobler gifts my fancy warms, 
Far nobler gifts muſt ſtrike my eyes: 
J rove in queſt of brighter charms, 
And ſeek a mate diſcretly wiſe : 
In Chloe all thoſe charms combine, 
That wit or virtue can impart ; 
She then ſhall be my Valentine, 
And ever triumph o'er my heart.. 


WHAT IS THAT TO vou. 


( Tune—Mind, huſſy, what you do.) 


We HEN firſt I came to London town, 
A buck I needs muſt be; 


I knock · d each crazy watchman down, | 
O! datn'e, who but me: | 
Around the garden then I rov'd, 
Each bloſſom to purſue ; 
And every midnight pleaſure proy'd, 
But what is that to you? | 


| J ADIES who delight in ſeandal, 


L % 1 


daddy's purſe ſupplied with caſh, f 

2285 Which few like Pk away; 

I thought it then no more than traſh n,, 

So that I could be gay: Te 

Pimps, whores, and bullies, ſhar'd my ſtore, 

A very jovial crew; | 

My land I fold to get me more, 
And what is that to«you ? 


My land I've ſold, and I've no more, 
And all my friends are flown; 
Nor buck, nor blood, nor pimp, nor whore 
My poverty will own: 
Diſconſolate I paſs along, 
With miſery in view.; 
Ye bucks, and bloods, attend my ſong, 
And mind what 'tis ye do. 


1 _ 


* 


— 


"THE LAND STORM, 
By Mr. OaxMaAn. 


(Tone —Ceaſe, rude Boreas, 


For awhile attend to me; 
Themes of faſhion now I'll handle, 
While you ſip your favorite tea: 
Soon as Pheebus gilds:the morning, 
And the gentle zephyrs blow; 
Beaux and velles does adorning, 
Weat to ride in Rotten- row.“ 


Ladies” 
2 Hyde Park, . 


1 „40 


Ladies“ ſweeteſt ſure in nature, 
Ambling in the morning ride; 
n And the beaux, each pretty creature, 
42 Simper by them, fide by ſide: ; 2 
F | Then ftern Boreas all confounding, 7 
T8 Bid his ſurly ſervants roar; | a 
E | |} Clouds, and ſtorms the ſcene ſurrounding 
4 | And the tempeſt loud did roar. 
I. Hark! above our — 8 pos 
And the li ing cuts the ſæ 7; 
3 Heroes famous 4 the bardle, . T 
4 4 N Like the belles for ſhelter fly: K 
as Round their heads the hailſtones beating, 2 
1 | Mingled with the guſhing rain; | 
1 Every happineſs defeating, 
1 | After pleaſure oft comes pain. # A 
"= 9 Ve | | | 
FE! "Then each ornament of faſhion, - | We 
1 Flutters in the open air; | ] 
More and more the ſtormy comes daſh on, If) 
How alarming to the fair: | [6 
Now they gallop on for ſhelter, Ia. 
What a terrible diſgrace ; / 
Cork rumps in the helter ſkelter, | The 
_ _ Take alas! a different place. — 
. ut 
"Gypſy hat, and nodding feather, PE Anc 
Bonnets tow'ring on the crown-; 
'Y Twirl'd by the fury of the weather, A1. 
1 Round about are rudely thrown: © Ir 
| While the ſnorting ſteeds are prancing, Whe 
 Swiftly thro” the park they come; H 
28 Juſt like drowned rats advancing, 
E | TTill they reach their native home. 


A NEW 


[ 5 J 


A NEW-SEA SONG. 


A Sailor's life's a pleaſant life, 

He freely roams from ſhore to. ſhore; 
In ev'ry port he finds a wife; | 

What can a failor wiſh for more. 
To him the world her charms diſplays, 

He views all Nature's-choiceſt ores, 
And vent'ring on the Stormy ſeas, 

Her various beauties he explore. 
Then weigh your anchor, bend your ſails; 

The wind blows aft with pleaſant gales; 
Keep helm a- midſtrips, thus remain, 

Our port, brave boys, we ſoon ſhall gain. | . 


A failor's life's a happy life, 5 
Our hearts are free from pain or fear; 
We harbour no ill-will, or ſtrife, 
But merrily our courſe we ſteer: 1 
If winds blows croſs, or ſtorms ariſe, a 88 7 
We to our well-known kill reſort; 1 
The danger boldly we deſpiſe, 
And all's forgot whea we're in port, 
Then each man hea his pretty laſs, 
And jovially our time we paſs. * 
Our 8 with mirth and joy are crown'd, 
And cheerfully the glaſs goes round, 


: 
* 
- 
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— 
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A ſailor's life's a glorious life, 
In danger's field he toils for fame; 
When threat'ning war's alarms are rife, 
His. matchleſs deeds his worth proclaim : 
H Undaunted 


1%] . 

Vndaunted he the foe purſues, 

His breaſt true Britiſh valour boaſts, 
The Blood-ftain'd deck he fearleſs views, 

Amid the ſhock of charging hoſts, 
By him, Britannia's fame to raiſe, 
And prove her miſtreſs of the ſeas,; 
Deſtruction on her foes is hurl'd, | 
He beats her thunder o er the world, 


FE & 
” 3 


* 
- 
* 
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= -.- WILLIAM awp FANNY. 


| H tofs'd amid the ocean's bed, 

—_ | Still as he ſcapes the ſtormy dread, 

1 4 Each thought ſhall bend to me: 
"This little knot my boſom bearz, 
. While quiveting in the wind, 2 

5 Still the rude blaſt my Witham ſhares, 
| Faeseͤt ll his heart's behind, 


While gentle breezes fill the ſail, 

* - And to his cot he hies; x 
= His. Fanny ſhe ſhall till 2 
== 5 And thus, methinks, be ſighs —— 


Can abſence-Teparate one mind? 
Can conſtancy e er fail? 
He riſes, leaves a tear behind, 


= . | Had-tends the ſwelling fail. 
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Lud, what care I for mam or dad, 


A monſter in En, 


A pig or a 
3 


- Go vind the vicar of Taunton Dean, 


9 


* 


„ Man MEDLEY | .J 


HRP 


BAR fir, this brown j jugs | -— 
That now foams with mild ales „ 
Out of which you now drink, 8 | 
To ſweet Kate of the * | 
Was ON CC —— 


An old womar:clathed in 

ole daughter was charmin Tad young 

She us'd for —— i p 
And as ſhe fat drinking ſhe ang: 


Let tbem ſrold or bellow ; 
For white 1 live, I'll Foun my lad, he is ſuch—— 


\&'s a very fine how, \, + 
Only ſtick up a bill, . 5 3 


The laſs of Patie's Mill, fo bonny, blithe, and _— 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, has ſtole my mw | "= 


Pounds, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 
I have at my fingers end; 
And how to ſell, and how w to buy, 
To borrow or to - 


; a tell, 2 orphans ; 
at capon he r his 
Aud Ten i home OY 


Hz 


7 „ 
” 4 FOE \ 
v4 $a Is at 1 * 1 
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© + #/ Tathe courſe of my — 


Fo 


| About Sener | 
Ally Croa — preat noiſe ;. 
It was Horn about the ſtreets 
Buy the little dirty boys. 
Tho her face was more fair than any yellow dhe, ; 
II ing a better ſong, I think, about ———- 


Y oung Lubin was a. 's boy, | 1 W 
Fair Roſale, a ruſtic maid ; 3 

They look d, they lov 25 each other 8. 
Together they jos 


Went od Holborn - hill in a cart; 
They went up Holborn-hill; 


At St. Giles's-drank their fill, 
And at Tyburn made their will i in. 


A voyage over ſeas, had not enter d my a | 
Had I known hut an which fide to butter my bread. 
Heigh-ho, ſure I for hunger muſt die ; 


I've fail d like a booby, come herein a nal, 
Where, alas —— by LIE 


1 ef he famow 


Lord Croaker, 
— ind it is rue, 


A very great man, anda very 


As the ſtory was told—— 


_By moon-light, on the g 
Where lads and laſſes {tray ; 
How ſweet the bloſſom bean, 


How ſweet the new made hay ; | 


But not to me ſo ſweet 
*Fhe bloſſoms on the horn, 
As when my lad I meet, 
More freſh than 


© x 


ol 


(9). 
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'The Britiſh Lion is my fig, „ EN 
A roaring trade I drive on; 6 


In, he «Engliſh uſage—and French. wine, 


ady may thrive on. 


Eng table, d hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let Frenclt and En 
For while to me they 


iſh = 34. 
g the inks, 


Faith, let the glaſſes gingle. 


Sang by 


Tour rino rattle, &, &c. 


8. G & 6. 
Mr. Rx Ev, in the charafer of Pero, in 


25 


Touchſtone, at the T heatre Royal, Covent-Garden.. | 


The words by Mr. T. Goopwin.- 


HAVE no deſire, | 

| To become a high flyer, 
Nor am II fo proud,. 
To think I inherit, 


_ © Such wonderful merit, 


IJ To ſhine thro' a cloud- 
No rudder to veer by, 

Nor compaſs to ſteer by, 
With no ig iquor-or meat, 
To drink or; to cat, 


L ſurely ſhall die, as alofe I am cle... 
Then where ſhall I find out 23 to get butieds. © 


By failing, — Trailing, 
Swimming, ——Skimming,. 
I. ſhall get finely. lump'd about 
Kick'd, .cuff*d, and thumpt about 
Whack 
"Bill I rumble down,—tumble — 8 
H 3 Smack. 


is tho der of wy birth, IE 
I ve er left Mother Earth, : 
And now if we part, 
She ſo well loves _ * 
As certain as ma 

*Twill bed he her poor hearts 
| Lan mind we none, 
Longitude, find we none,; 
And, except tis the Poles, 
There's no danger of ſhoals, 


% 


And ſtrike on ſome lanet, ſo get planet- ſtruck. 
* 8 By ſailing, &e. 


- 


* 4 — — — 
& FAVORITE SONG. 


Sang by Miſs RoMANziNi, at the Theazre Rejali 
| "Dro -Lane, in the Iſland of Its Marguerite. 
Tunze, ſtood poor vnas-at the window, 

All in men-. 
Says I, who's thas balorrd 
What do you want, good fiſherman ? 
Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed it is no fin, _ 
Open the window, love, and let poor. Jonas in. 
No, mater Jonas no 
No, maſter I 1. 

r No fiſherman. | 
"Well;. quoth Jonas, then 1 vow, 

Marching off in Ahuff. with a pouting Oh, 


Then tis time to make my bow) 
e enen 9 


Vet, good lack- a- day, we may ſtill have worſe luck, 


Yet; | 


Yet,: Mrs, Nannette, one wo: ere you leave 

Won't you ſtop— well, to- nor, 1 hope. yolk 
receive me! 

: No, mafter — 9 

No, maſter on- ff _ 

MG! fiſherman. _ 


4 - 
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Y A FAVORITE SONG. 


By. Mr, KELLY in the man in.the iron.malk) ins 
the ſame. "8 


Fo. dreary dreams, I wake to woe, * * | 
And all around, 
Where'ec I turn my anguiſh d ear, Ee 

Where'er. mine anguiſh'd eye-balls roll,. . 2 

In all their varied ſhapes of fear, 3 

The viſion'd horrors haunt my ſoul. , 1 


Zut ah, methought acroſs the gloom,” 
A lovely ray f 
- Of light angelic ſeem'd-to play; 
*Twas Carline's Br that bleſs'd my fight,.. 
And bade a.cheering beam of hope, . 
A. cheering beam of hope my darting breaſt nome. 


Oh, wretched, wretched doom l. 
Is this my regal chair? 
This dungeon 4 the wide domain, N 
W O'er Which I hop'd one day to reign 2 | 
g Yet hope, ſweet hope, the wretch's Hriend, 
| Delights to cheer — iſon gloom, — > 
J And here,. e'en. here, Fo 4 * _ 


DES. Ree 1 5 1 
The woll approv'd SONGS, &c. in Mr. 


Conz's favorite Ortra of the HauxrED 
TowER, now performing a? the "Theatre 
Royal, r. with great ca 


; q 5 Ty | A IR. . gromron. N 
* V J HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou iN | 
gone! 


Let not th mes cloud this happy dawn. | 
—_— 9 thy heart, can falſehood e er he known? 
Ahl no, no; I judge it by my own. 
— The heart he gave with ſo much eare, 

| treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear, 
ein for its maſter beats alone, 
Em ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his nm. 


— 


41x M Knows. 

| ROM ho pe 's fond dream tho' reaſon wake;, 
3 In vain ſhe points with warning hand; 
F dread advice I cannot take, 


-Love's powerful ſpells my ſteps command.. 
The bird thus faſcination binds. 5 


. 3 When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, | 
_ The fatal. charm too late he finds, 
He ſtruggles, and admiting dies. 
A.I R. By Miſs Rois 4 


ATURK, to women ſtill ſo kind, 

Among her beſt boons beſtowing ;. 
Whater ev von ente ſure muſt find, 2 
» rous defire to be knowing 


* 
* 


a 
* 
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) Man, the * and envious — 
5 So jealous of our S 


Deſcries in us, what he prides in bicmſelff | 
The wiſh,. for whatever's worth leaming. 


"2 


* } : — 
w WF DUET. Signora- STORAGE; and Mr. PARIS. 


Adela. VV LLL great lords and ladies, 


Dreſt up on gay 2 1 
Come to ib Ts and I "I EE; 


Law. All ſmiling, bowing, - + 4.5 
Great friendſhip rowing, ; | 2 
While we hold our heads ſo high. 1 


Aula. But ſhou d the fine gentry. ſmoke us, 1 
2 Lud! how they'll j joke Us „ Ke | 
How they'll laugh at 1 me. 3 


Pſhaw, we ſhall be ever 
- Reckon'd vaſtly clever, 
While our pocket s full,. d'ye OS x 


Then every day, a 
New joy joy ſhall bring 3 

And ever gay, * 
We'll dance and ing, 


Bob. Fall lall. de rall. 
How merry ſhall we be. 


— auger agg nm coor oe, 


- 3 4 . 6 * 
2 * l 
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Adela. Of great fortune vaunting,. | 3 
Low people taunting, 4 
Dignity we muſt ſupport. 87 . 
Edw, Mong high barons bouncing,, 5 
Fine ladies flouncing, | _ 
We may chance to 0 to. court. TT 
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Auela. Well, fegs, I care not; 


Court, tho' we ſhare not: 
IF at home we happy be. 
Soon I may. be bold 
To hope that I ſhall hold 
A little baron on my knee. 


dau. F 


Aacla. Then every day 


Edw. New joy ſhall bring. 
Adela, And ever gay 
Lw. We'll dance and fing.. 


b. Fall lalt de call, 


How merry we ſhall be;. 


HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Diex ume. 


JH a the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 

Againſt the ſtag the mimie war; 

While future heroes hearts rebound, 

And pant to hear the trumpet ſound. 
The warlike genius of our iſle, 5 
Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 

In echoes gives the chace applauſe, 8 
Whieh ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe: 
Where er the devious chace may bend, 


Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend; 
And bids us, as her pleaſore riſe, 
Defend the bleſſings which we prize. 

| | | \ 


AlR 


. 
AIR. Mr. Baxter s, Jun. 
OW all in p tion, 


For the — — celebration, E 

Each maiden on the occaſion,._. s 
Feels het heart in palpitation; 7 

- Now a bluſh, now a ſigh, * 


Trembling too, ſhe knows not why, 
While every lad with tion, 
5 2 er beat hi at hgh 
ith tilters fencing, 78 boaſting, 
'Bonfires blazing, —— roaſting ; 
While Twords and ſhields are claſhing, _ 
Archers aĩming, cudgels thrahing. 
Flog uw far a GE 
aggons far and wi n 
Dae e 
What pleaſures now abound! „ 
Now all in preparation, TAY — 
For the ROPER: Fae &e. | 


A CAT CH. 


By NW. ILLIAMBS, Mr, Sv e, cf My mae NUM 


A now we're met, | ry - > 
A-jolly ſer, | WEL S * 
A fig for ſack or ſherry.; | | _ 
Our ale we'll drink 1 
And our cans we'll clink, 
And we'll be wondrous merry. be, A 
Merry, my hearts—merry, my boys, . | 4 
| e ſing with a hey down derry, I 
The baron himſelf knows no ach jor „ 
We ate. ſo wondrous merry. 3 


* 


AIR. Mr. Sevewtcx. 


Y native aww 3 adieu, 1 x 
And calmly friendſhip's jo n'd; 
But ah | how kevd why n A 335 
When my love I left behind. 
Vet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 
Should abſence prove my charmer kind, 

*Fhen ſhall I not lament the day, 
When my love I left behind. 


* 


———— 
| AIR. Signora STORNCE 
BE mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care, . 
D Life's choiceſt bleſſing, ſhield from deſpair ; 
Do not 1 = never — ag g 
Still may my boſom thy power * 
* . fools may revile, 
Conftancy ever gains'thy ſmile. 
And of their deſtiny can thoſe complain.; 
Whoſe falſchood dares thy laws profane? 
Reſclv'd I brave all danger, to every fear a ftranger; 
Iby ſweet rewards, oh love, to gain, 
en let me combat not in vain; 
But in my triumph ſhare Fey 
Thy ſmiles, for which I bravely dare. 


ATR, By Ms. Srocwiex. 
JJ HEREER true yalour can its power dif; 51095 


There meek- ey d pity, anxious ſtill to bleſs, 
With jealons honour holds divided ſway, 


And from avenging anger ſhields diſtreſs, 
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Net _ tht the for of honour dare invade © Ly 
pel-bound ſpot; where pity drops a tear; 
For where ao ap her: 2 ade, 


There deepeſt i injury muſt en 


A I R. Mrs. Croven, 25 a » 


Dres parent 33 | 
Thou tyrant of my mind, 5 
Who ling'rin em ſt to bene | 
V 4 * 
At once — my _ | 
Diſplay thy 4lls in ſtore, 4 — _ 
Ah! AA a ttrike the blow! 1 
Tis * that I imp lord... _ 


* 


AIR. Sera Srokaes. 


OV E from the heart, all its danger concealing, | 7 
Reaſon they ſay, the fond ſpe can remove 4 
But bliſs kindly ſtealin 
Still the detaſion ſo fo veet may I 2 | 
'For ſhoald you betray me, your fallchood'perceiving, 
Too well do T love you, the peril to ſhun : | 
80 if G muſt cheat me, ſtill further deceiving; - _ » 
nee | 
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Peg bij bisth.and.all its fette, 
ſtars my lot remove; 
I ſhall envy not my betters, 
Give. me but.the youth Leue. 


' 'Love's the riches of the poor, a 
A prize that wealth can ne er procure; 
Move rich miſtreſs fain would be | 
Juſt as 2 as Cicely. 1 
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A NEW so NG. 


K b Mr. Datztzy, i= Do Joan, at the 
| Theatre Ryyal, C ovent-G arden. | 


_—_ 


8 Written by T. Goopwix. 
HEN our pockets were light, and our hearts 


nere grown. heavy, 

A chance that has happen'd to ſailors before; _ 
We left hills and valleys, and hedge- rows grown leafy, 

Our 2 and our ſweethearts, and od from the 

ore; 

The breezes of ſummer unfurl'd our gay pennant, 

The billows were calm, and the ſky was ſerene; 
4 We were chac'd and drought to, tho" no foe our 
"2 5 | ; aſſailant, W 
= We were bearded, but twas by our King and 


8 | 

3 ur Queen. 
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The Nen ET 
Her colours were hoiſted, her guns ws." all fir'd 5 4 
of ute them three. cheers, while our boſawwere — 
glowing, 3 
For a King to beloy'd, and a Queen ſo admir'd. SE. 
'Pheir daughters (God bleſs em] ſat under the awning, _ 
Where we tors gaz'd on charms we. before had 1 


ne er, 
Which dus d. a beighe luſtre enticing the morning, 
And we pray'd, and we drank, with our ac King and- 


our Y | Fr 


Old Neptune d up. and enquir'd%of a triton, 
Who thus to enwrinkle the face of the brine? - 

Whan the brave gallant Farmer — 2 he's a Briton, - & 
And I was his SabjeR before I was thine. - 4 

If tis 1 e George, .cry-d the god, ne er 


reprove 4 
Nor here, in my — let dull cares interyene; 9 
Their che none can doubt, while their ſubjects al. = 
ve 'em, . | 8 1 

And Se ps, Gag Voce de Ling ent _ 
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| RECOLLECTION. 93 
8 A SONNET. 80 _ 
; By M. C. . * 1 
(Tune — Mary's Das . . ** 4 
. FT has the piteous tale been told, oY 


| The tender mule 1nſpir'd the pen; 
| | Fond mem'ry's record to — Oo 
And live o'er former woes again: A 
- Secure had ſlept within the grave, oo. SS 
The youth for whom Affection ſigh' d, ED Ne 
| But the "ade blaſt, and ſwelling wave 
'* Reminds the mourner how he diet. = 


% 
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Should evening ſlumber lull the mind. 
Still Recollection meets the dawn; 

The forrow welcome reſt reſigns, 
Rudely reviſits 1 in the morn : 

Some relick gives to mem'ry food, 
And airy triſtes nouriſh grief; 

Fondneſs will trace the theme it lov'd,.. 
Defying Time to give relief; + 


A NEW BALLAD. 
By T. Goopwin, 


3 cull the ſweets pn 
And twine a wreath for Damon's head; 
That youth — kind, and free, 


For vows of; afepledg'd to me. 


ag e he-drives his herd to fold, 

I fond tales of love am told; 
— if his glances meet my eye, 

My * boſom beaves a gh. : 


Tho! canked by each Fenster fai, 
Still Damon, is my love and care; 
With him at Hy men's ſhfine I'd bow, 
Ang. ſeal the lover's tender vow. 


A. VALEN. 


A VALENTINE BALLAD.” 
he * Goopwnn.: . 


3 poetical poetical lingo, ; 
2 paper ſh 12 you, 
Some news which you want not to ſeek; 
And with truth I can ſay, 
That Valentine's day, 
Is. the very nen i'the week. 


o tyould . St. tr? 
| Ly. make out the metre, _ 5 
Vet the rhime is put in for rhime ſake; 53 
| But in telling no more 50 
Than you knew of before, - 


tis c a me 


Now white you * 5 58 5 ; 
"Thoſe freedoms fe. <a 

I pray be not angry, nor fret; I 
And to tell you more plaing- | — 
Till I fee. you again, I | | 4 

? 

1 


You're ks came, in debt. 


And if ou add ns - 
| l 1855 e Ke 
I will not forego my juſt right; 5 
Por exery clauſe, | 
I've love's code of laws, | ' 


* aps TOP s are bills at light.- ; . 
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A. FAVORITE CHINESE: SON Gi. 


* in the- Pintomime 'of -ihe ManDaring, ar 
| "Sadter's 1 Wells: © 


The Words by Mr. Loxspays. p 
Fir. * Girl. 


ING ning ning kang, , 
N 2 ning. iy N 's N 
Chew nan ; 

2 a ching, * ng hoy ching: 
chit quaw, ching. 


Ching, ch 

Click a ching. l a ching, a 
chit quaw; 

Gn. Vou ſing fo well, I ſhould like to play 
With your chick a ching, chick a ching, * 
hike chit quaw.. _ 

With your chick a — a ching. 

a ching cl ur. 


— 


27 Girl. pp ning, ning kan 


28 G Shu. ank king, quang ho, hd 4 tong, 
Shu ſhang king, quang ho, ho — tong. 


of Cal. hing, chick a ching, a. chick, a chick, 
_ chit qu 
Ching, chick a 3 a chick a ching, a 


| ching chit quaw. 
. _ Takifs them both before tis long, 


Wich their chick a ching, chick.. a ching. 
ching chit quaw.. 


& 
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uf Girl... 
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Mp chew Lo" tew wity; wes rig . 
Ming chew-hang, tew ming, ming-tang ap 
. . Ching, chick a ching, chick a ching; ching 


ching chit quaw ;.. 


Chink, chick Ky" Rog achick a ching. a 
ching chit W. 


Ou! if that's the caſe—I am off—good bye 


To your. chick a 8 ching. 


N e g 


"_ fog, ham Wong, quang els, 
pin 
bg fog, ſham: ſhung, quang whang,. 


pan 
2. a ching. chick a ching, ching. 
— chit qua 


| Ching, chick. 3 ching, a chick * . 


ching chit quaw. 
The devil wou'dn't have ſuch wives a8 vou. 


With your chink @ ching, chink a * 


ching chit quaw.. 
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THE VILLAGE SIR E. 


Palemon, with his fleecy care, hy Tl 
Was ſhelter'd from the ſultry rays. ; 27 


A PASTORAL BALLAD.. 


By E. M. of Clerkewwel. 


ENEATH yon mountain's ſhaggy cliff,” 


Whence habling waters ſteal their way,, 
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= n'd u pon the moſſy turf, EM 
nie N pip'd his wood- Dole wikis 
—_ ; praiſe of Phebe—gentle maid! - 
=. - Whole lovety charms his hours bega d. 


| Soft Echo litten d to chewone, I 

—_ And quick to Phebe bore the found, 

= - Witzel oon as Heard, the inftant knew, = 
And ſmiling ſought th * nd. 


| | No ſooner did the Ayu appear 

_ - Than rapture fill'd Palemon's breaſt; * 
=_ He roſe, and on her modeſt cheek 

_. The Kiſs of rapture fondly preſt. - ; 


HR Thevaryi bluſh her face „ed. 8 
1 As Ithes 4 d by the roſe, ö 
1 W chile. gentle tumults 1 A each breaſt, —- | , 
= . © Their mutual love, in fighs diſcloſe... 25 855 | 


_ = "When ſudden open'd to their view, 
= -*. *- Beneath the branches of an oak, 
= A vulage-ſpye, with ivy dreſt, 

And thus K e fond Palemon Fr ſpoke— 


== - Twelve moons, my loye, are gone and oer, 

—= Since firſt my youthful heart you won, 

E > . Then hafle with me to vonder ſpire, | 
75 And there unite our VOWS, in one. 

* ' Together hied the ruſlic pair; e 

= With conftancy their only wealth, ,, 

> Nor wild for more, While thus poſſeſf, Bn” + 

1 . 2 Of 1 or 28 * * * | 
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a NEW SONG... 


"PE, thou ſoſtner of each wy 4.21 £9 

Aid me with thy friendly balm ;. 3 
I my ſorrow bring relief; . | a 1 \ 
And my heart. f banguiſh calm. 3 9 WM 


Tho! the ſwelling ſurge oft rages 
And deforms +3 wal ry plain; * 
Time at length its force aſſuages, | es. 
And the waves grow ſmooth again. 


# \ 


A 0 ON THE WEDDING DAH. _— 


HE vir N.. tak who vratile, and fi ip down theis tea <Y 

| enlarges-the min 4 

Praiſe he —ů the 19455 and the green or ene 1 

I.! be fav'rite to which they're inclin'd ; 4 — ; 
Of Jemmies and Jefſamies, then how thay clack, 2 


How powder d, how 3 they trip, 27 
. How they ſinile and they ſimper, alack, and alack,. 
| Sure honey mult fall from each lip, . +... 2 


"a ſweet is the powder that ſcents in the bar, * 
How ſweet is the lip- ſalve they uſe; . 

Now graceful they dance, how delightful their. ar, +. 
Soft themes for the delicate mule ; £5 320% x 
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With raptures they talk of each movement, | 9 
| And then, how they languiſh and figh by 82 5 
How the rouge bluſh which in uh Faces 2 I | 

| * the hair, and * N 


- Then hs fag like the 8 birds in the Vers * 
. 8 Tis charming their warbhng to. heat; 1. 

+> What pleaſure to fia to their ac, A the long day, 5 
80 5 and ſo ſtrong, and ſo clear; 
Would Jeſſamy haſten, how happy 1'd be, 

My paſhon no longer II hide; — 

Fis a ewelyemonth agò ſince he 6mper'd to me, 
——_— Ad e PH wake. you 18 bride. 
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{ 4 FAVORITE COMIC, song, 285 


Sung by Mr. Baxxnrks, jun. a "2 20 


- py 


2 Is the charater of Texas, 3 in che Hand of 5 2 
mY 2322ͤĩ do ion 


0 11 r. oh dear, no hopes | for | ig 
he Alas! thon ſigh'ſt 3 in vain, poor Jonas, 
- BY =» Wee hard Heart doth Jonas hate ;- 5 * 


3 Ah, thank thyſelf for thy fatqm 8 ; 
. a; Ah, curſe on thy logger pate 5 
3 Was ever ſuch a wretched Lager, * 2 | 
| + Thou nee d'ſt the patience of an angler; . 
with rod and line, to Wait, and wait, 


S "ZAb, Nannette never will be thy mate, 


„„ No, ſhe's too cunning to bite at thy * 
=Y I've e to ſpear or tiekle a trou m, 
8 Put, alas! in love, I'm but a jout; 2 

"4 An (x croſs'd in love may be, 


_— :.-- . "tis all in vain I ſee, 3 „* 
| "=; 6 Ah, $24 


1 Neannette is not for me. 5 
n 85 "Eou'd I but catch her in my net, 'S 
RET. 'Y d teach the Te Os Ms Nannette,” - / +3 
N A No more to call me, thou booby, 7 


ae - | 8 5 5 Ab, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
a Cauſe Jonas can't | fay his A. . 


